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JAMES GRAHAME. 



The eootempUuion of raperior excellence is, per- 
iiap^ one of tbe most impressive, as well as the 
most wteresting euljeeta of meditation in which 
tbe hnman mind can be engaged. For it is im- 
possible to reflect on exahed virtue, vpithout feeling 
our ovn nalure improved, or upon extensive acquire^ 
ment% without being inspired with some degree of 
emulation ; but whep genius is added to those per- 
fectbns of which our common nature is susceptible, 
the character of the individual is raised Co a higher 
standard of txceUenca, and while our admiration 
is increased, we consider the mind so gifted as be* 
kmging to a superior species of beings, in whom 
are qualities ipiite faejond our powers of attain^ 
ment; and* dauled by the losts^ by which they are 
surnmaded, we look up to them as from a humbler 
sphere^ with a sort of mysterious veneration. In 
the mind of wfaach I am now about to attempt a de- 
lineation, these powers were so happily blended as 
to produce a rcndt of the most endearing nature. 
It is not so nrach the life as the character of the 
baidof " The Sabbath," with which I would make 
my readers aequaioted. In tbe first there was 
nothing lemaxkable ; in the latter, there was every 
thmg to engage the aftention, and to amend the 
heart. 
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Jamxs Grahahe wa9 born in Glasgow, on tb& 
2Sd of April 1765, and was there educated in the 
usual routine of public classes, in which he emi- 
nently distinguished himself. He wrote some ele- 
gant Latin verses when very young; and although 
averse to the appearance of being particularly stu- 
dious, he was even then so ardently devoted to 
literary pursuits, that he always carried a volume 
of the ancient, classics in his pocket, and kept a 
Greek Testament by his bed-side, with which he 
employed his wakeful hours. But it was in his 
tbipestic education thf|t his mind wasjchiefly form- 
ed) and the seeds of that genuine piety aad bene- 
volence cultivated, which ni^re had so liberally 
planted in^ his breast. In his parents he was pecu- 
liarly happy. His father possessed an enlightened 
mind, and a heart glowing with unbounded love of 
bis fellow-creatures. From. his sentiments respect- 
ing American independence, James, at an* early 
age, imbibed that ardent attacbmeikt to the cause 
of liberty, which afterwaids formed one of the most 
striking features of his character. In hkn it was 
ft liberal and humane sentiment, not ah adherence 
to a particular political party. His mother was the 
counterpart of this- excellent man, and the in- 
fluence of their virtues spread through the whole 
family. It was like a well<>tuned instrument, the 
chords of which vibrated in- perfect unlsoo, pro- 
-ducing an efl^t the most harmonious : the eser- 
oise of every endearing domestic virtue was the 
deMght of her life, and her lessons of piety were 
enforced by example more than by precept. Reli- 
gious duties- app^red in her a ileHghtftil enjoy- 
ment, and their effect upon her temper and conduct 
vras an inducement 'for her children to participate 
in them. In such a family, it is needless to add, 
that James found companions in his brothers and 
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sisters. To his youngest sister, who was very 
eariy mairied, "he felt the most tender attach* 
xnent^ but betwixt him and the «ldest, who was 
nearer bis own age» there subsisted a peculiar af- 
fectioOy iVotn a perfect similari^ of taste and pur- 
suits. She excelled in music, to the charms of 
which he was exquisitely susceptible ; and she was 
not only skilled in the science, but possessed a 
voice of soch touching harmony, that one of the 
first of our living poets, in tbe warmth of youth- 
ful eirtfausiasm, used to call her the Angel of 
Music. Her voice had a power over her brother's 
feelings, ittconceiTable to common minds. She 
lost it some time before her death, from indisposi^ 
tion. His regret is pathetically expressed in these 
tender lines,' written on revisiting Melrose Abbey. 

** Alas ! I heurd that mdting voice decay, 
Heard lerapb tones in whinieri die away ; 
I mark'd the tear presagefUl fill her eye. 
And quivering speak-—" I am reiign'd to die.'* 
—Ye stars that throagk the fretted windows shed 
A glimmering beam atliwart the mighty dead. 
Say to what sphere ber sainted spirit flew, 
lliat thither i may turn my lea^ng view. 
And wish, and hope,<— some tedious sorrows o*er. 
To join a long.lost friend--and part no more/' 

The early death of this admirable woman is 
also feelingly lamented, in a beautiful elegy, by the 
author oi ** Home," an esteemed friend of the 
family. And it is said that Mr Campbell's elegant 
Stansaa to Painting, were suggested by seeing her 
portrait after her death, 

Tbe early propensities of our poet*s mind would 
have led him to the study of divinity, but he was 
dissuaded from this by his father, who was a writer** 
in Glasgow, and whose eminence and success en-> 
titled him to form sanguine expectations for his 
ion in tho same profession. James yielded this 

« A profession which corresponds with that of attorney in 



& MEMOIR or 

polat whSk relttctatwet for b« Wfts not ambitioiis of 
wealth, and loved the quiet of (he oomitry, the 
caltiVation of literature, afiid the exercise of the 
pious and benevolent affections, more than the bus- 
tle of public life, and the *' turoMrihi of the Iaw." 
In pursuance, however, of his father's advice, 
whose slightest wish was always sacred to Una, he 
came to Edinburgh,— was entered an apprentice to 
his cousin, Mr lieurence Hill, aiid> after the maal 
period, commenced writer to the signet. 

He had the misfortune to lose this revered 
parent about tlie same time, an event with which 
his mind was deeply liffected, and his desire for the 
clerical profession again revived; but he was per- 
suaded by his friends once more to rdinquiah this 
favourite inclination^ and he oontinBed to pmctise 
as a writer for several years. Finding, however, 
the duties of this department of the law repug- 
nant to his feelings, and ■ the confinemeilt it re- 
quired hurtful to his health, he afterwards passed 
advocate, imagining that the studies which belong- 
ed to the bar would allow of a longer vacation, 
and be more congenial to his taste and favour- 
ite pursuits ; for literature, particularly poetry, was 
still the object of bis devoted attention. 

Soon after this he published in the JT^lio MaU, 
under the signature of Matilda, a succession of 
beautiful pictures of nature, through several months 
of the year, beginning with April, which were af- 
terwards extended, and printed in an edition of his 
works, with the title of " The Rural Calendar." 
About the year 1800, he wrote Mary Stuart, a 
tragedy. This latter piece was rather a ikvoartte 
with the author, and, though not adapted to the 
stage, it contains many fine poetical passages, and 
tnust ever be considered an el^^nt dnunatie tale. 



JAMES OJUHAMR 7 

From • sense of duty, however, he paid all due 
atteotion to the labou?B of his profession, especially 
after bis marriage, which took place in March 
1803. He married Miss Gnihain% eldest daugh- 
ter of Richard Grahame^ Esq. of Annan, a wofioan 
poaaessed of very superior powers of understand* 
ittg, and much kindness of heart. On her judg* 
Bient and affection he relied with unlimited con- 
fidence. In political and moral principles they 
were perfectly congenial; but his poetical propen- 
sity she was led to discourage^ from an idea that it 
interfered with his professional duties. On dis« 
covering, however, that he was the author of the 
Sabbath, which his timidity induced him to keep 
a profound secret even from her, she became con* 
vinced, that to check his natural bias to poetry, 
would be like eitinguisbing the mental vision that 
was destined to ezj^re the most interesting beau- 
ties of the natural, and the most refined modifica- 
tions of the moral world ; and from that period 
she was proud of his genius, and deeply interested 
in its success. The unfavourable review of the 
Sabbath she was much less willing to excuse than 
he was himself. He indeed never indulged any 
displeasure against its author ; he loved the man so 
much, and felt such respect for his critical powers, 
that he bowed in acquiescence to the decision, and 
was mther offended with thpse friends who ex- 
pressed themselves indignantfy upon the occasion. 

Theeztreme delicacy and diffidence of Grahame*s 
character, are strikingly exemplified in some cir- 
cumstances which attended the first publication of 
this beautiful poem. None of his friends had the 
slightest previous intimation or suspicion of its ex- 
istence. To avoid observation while it was print- 
ing, he and bis respectable publisher, Mr Pillans, 
always held their necessary interviews at some 



8 M£MOIR OF 

tavern, and sekfoni more fhan once at the same 
place. On its publication be brought the book 
home with him, and left it on his parlour taibl«. 
Returning soon after, he found Mrs Grahame en« 
gaged in its perusal ; but without venturing to ask 
her opinion, he continued walking up and down 
the room in breathless anxiety, till she burst out 
into the warmest eulogiums on the performance ; 
adding, " Ah ! James, if you could but produce a 
poem like this !*'~-The disclosure of the author 
will readily be anticipated ; but the mutual happi- 
ness of such a moment, when the timid reserve of 
the poet yielded, in the fulness of delight, to the 
applause of a judge so respected and beloved, may 
be better imagined than described. 

From this time he became still more attached 
to poetry ; and at Kirkhill, a beautiful retirement 
on the banks of the Esk, where he resided during 
two successive summers, he composed the poem of 
"The Birds of Scotland.** In this neighbour- 
hood were the. ruins of the once splendid abode of 
the sanguinary M'Kenzie, and the bumble cottage 
of John Kilgour, which he has in that poem 6o 
interestingly contrasted. 

About this period^ his original desire of enter- 
ing the church revived with irresistible power; 
and the writer of this Memoir will never ibrget the 
eager longing with which he surveyed the humble 
church of Borthwick, on a fine summer evening, 
when the sun*s last rays bad gilded the landscape, 
and rendered every object in nature more sweet 
and impressive. He cast a look of delighted com- 
placency around the peaceful scene, and said, with 
an accent of regret, ** I wish such a place as that 
had fallen to my lot.** And when it was remark- 
ed, that continued retirement might become weari- 
some, *' Oh) noi** he replied, **it would be de- 
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lightful to live » $fe of usefvkneas among a simple 
people, unmolested with petty cares and ceremo- 
nies." 

In the following spring, having seriously formed 
the design of /quitting the bar» he left Edinburgh, 
and, after spending a few months at Annan, pro« 
ceeded to Chester, and from thence to London, 
where he was ord^ned by the Bishop of Nonvich. 
He was soon after appointed curate of Shipton in 
Gloucestershire, at which place he resided with his 
family for above a year, and then returned to An- 
nan oo a visit While there, St George's Chapel 
in Edinburgh becoming vacant, he was induced, 
by the persuasion of his friends, to offer himself a 
candidate. He came to Edinburgh for that pur- 
pose^ and preached several times. The perform- 
ance of bis sacred duties was in unison witli his cha- 
racter, — simple, elegant, and affecting. He evin* 
ced, both in his manner and his doctrine, the deep- 
est impression of those important truths he was to 
explain ; but laboured more to inspire his hearers 
with pimis feelings, and to imbue their minds widi 
love, and peace, and cbarity, than to bewilder their 
understandings or dazzle their imaginations. He 
appeared like the Apostle of Peace, making man- 
kind ashamed of every turbulent and unruly pas^ 
sion. He forgot not the awful justice of his Di- 
vine Master; but mercy was the attribute on which 
he loved to dwelt Hu appearance, in the robes 
of his sacred office, was solemn and devout, whi|fi 
the deep tones of a voices rich in natural pathos, 
were rendered still more impressive by the pale 
hue whict^ sickness had spread over his fine fe^ 
tures ; and he seemed like a messenger sent from 
Heaven^ that was to lead the way to that happier 
state of being to which he was directing bis fellow 
travellers. His excellence as a preacher was ac- 
A3 
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his friends usually ascribed to nervoos seiisibility, 
was the effect of a mortal disease. He had long 
been sensible of a temporary pause fn the beatitig 
6f his pulse, and the throbbing of his heart, whibh 
is understood to have proceeded from the satne 
cause^ and which he pathetically alludes to in the 
following lines regarding partridge-shooting:-^ 

•• Fear not, ye harmless race. 
In me no longer ye shall find a foe : 
Eveta when each pulse beat high with bounding healOi* 
Ere yet the stream of life in sluggish flow 
l^gan to flag) and prematurely stop 
With ever boding pause,— even then my heart 
Was never in the sport ; even that I f^t, 
Pleasure from pain was pleasure much alleged." 

He left two sons and a danghter-^most promis- 
ing children. There was no part of his character 
more impressive than the patehial ; for, mingled 
with b sensitive aniciety for their safety, he paid 
minute attention to the earliest movements of d)eir 
minds, and delighted in observing the impressk)tis 
of which they were siisceptible, and sharing like a 
plety-nnatb in their innocent gambols ; but his feel- 
ings are best expressed in his own affectiilg lines 
on his son*s birth-^ay. 

** O i sportive looks of love, devoid of guile. 
1 prize you more than beauty's magic smile ; 
Yes, in that ftice, unconscious of its charm» * 

I gaze with bliss, unmingled with alarm. 
Ah, no ! full 6ft a boding horror flies 
- Athwart my fancy, uttering iliteflil cries. 
Almighty Power 1 his harmless life defiend. 
And if we part, 'gainst me the mandate send. 
And yet a wish will rise,— would I might live, 
TiU added years his memwy firmness give! 
For, O ! it would a joy in death impart, 

5o think I still survived within his heart ; 
b think he'll cast, midway the vale oE yean, 
A retrospective look, bedimm'd with tears ; 
And tell, regretful, how I look'd and spoke j 
What widks I loved ; where grew my favourite dak ; 
Hew gently I would lead him by the hand ; 
How gently use the accent cf command ; 
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vnuA Ion I traghtliha, iaaviiii| itood and irtU, 

And how the man deicended to the child ; 

How well I loved with him, oil Sabbath morn. 

To hear th6 anthem of the vocal honi ) 

To (each lelleion, unaUied to strife* 

And trace to him the way, the truth, the life.*' 

These children bfive also bad the misfortune t6 
lose their mother, and have been hitherto undet- 
the care of her father; and an amiable sister, at 
Annan. Thej are now grown up to be elegant 
and accomplished young people, and are endeared 
to their father's friends no less by their own talents 
and virtues, than by their resemblance to him. 

Grafaame would have been ill able to bear the 
loss of his wife, for he was devoted to her with the 
tenderest affection. Home was the scene of his 
best enjoyments, and in domestic life he was most 
endearing. He hated all display; and though 
well acquainted with every branch of literature, 
and qualified for intercourse wit|i the first of the 
learned and the wise, yet the mild affability of his 
manners encouraged thfe humblest effusions of the 
unaffected and unassuming. He possessed a na- 
tive frankness that banished restraint. He had a 
keen relish of wit in others, and sometimes dis- 
played no common degree of it himself: It did 
not dart upon his associates with the flash of the 
meteor, to dazzle and astonish, but was like the 
enlivening rays of the setting sun, reflected from 
the rippling waves of a pure and transparent lake. 
He looked upon conversation as a pastime in which 
all were entitled to engage, and joined in common 
topics with an easy gaiety ; but when subjects of 
importance were discussed, or bis indignation 
roused by acts of injustice or oppression, bis feel* ' 
ings burst forth with all the unrestrained splendour 
of a generous and lofty mind, overwhelming his 
opponents with a torrent of unexpected eloquence. 
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Fieiy wad interwoven with every emotion of his 
heart, and he constantly felt the power of the Deity 
in all his works. The study of nature was his 
supreme delight ; but he k>ved her -best m her 
most simple dress ; and the wild flower that sprung 
on the banks of a lonely stream, pleased him more 
than the gayest of the cultivated garden. 

He loved the poor, and knew the best parts of 
their nature ; discovered their virtuous propensities 
through the rude garb that covered them; and 
while he adapted his conversation to their limited 
attainments, drew forth the latent sparks of intelli- 
gence with which they were endowed. He justly 
and emphatically styles himself " the poor man*s 
bard.'* Xn the Georgics this is particularly ob- 
vious, — a poem which, with all its faults, can never 
be indifferent to those who possess a relish for 
beautiful description and genuine feeling. 

His aspect to strangers appeared sedate even to 
seriousness; but this vanished on a nearer ap- 
proach, and the smile that occasionally illumined 
his countenance, was like a beam of sunshine 
breaking through the light clouds that sometimes 
overshadow the brightness of a summer's day. In 
music he had the highest enjoyment, and sung him- 
self, with fine taste and touching pathos. Scotch 
tunes were his favourites ; indeed he loved every 
thing Scotch ; and he left his native country with the 
utmost regret, when his connexion witli the £ng- 
lish church called him away from it. His partial- 
ity to old things is expressed with his usual simpli. 
city in the fallowing extract of a letter from Sedge- 
field:— 

« October < 

" You will now be beginning to cour round the 
fire at night; and though loo^ng back with re- 
gret on the long summer days, still you have before 
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you the joys of a bleeiing ingle in Auld Reekie, 
wi* Scotdi CFBcks and Scotch sangs. What would 
I give to be able to dirvw in my chair among you ! 
I believe I was too old to transplant ; and 1 doubt 
if I ever shall be able to take root here." 

These feelings aire still more affectingly exempli- 
fied in the following lines from the Georgics :-— 

'* How pleasant came thy rushing, rilyer Tweed, 
Upon, my ear> when, after roaming long 
In Southern plains, I've reach'tt thy lovely banks f 
How bright, renowned Sark, thy little stream, 
like ray of column'd light, chasing a shower. 
Would cross my homeward path ! how sweet the sound, 
When I, to hear the-Doric tongue's reply. 
Would SHBk thy well-known name ! 

And must I leaver 
Dear land, thy bonny braes, thy dales, i 

£ach haunted by its wizard stresm, o'erhung 
WUh all tile varied charms of bush and tree ; 
Thy towering hills, the lineammto sublime. 
Unchanged, of Nature's face, which wont to fill. 
The eye of Wallace, as he musing plahn'd 
The grand emprise of setting Scotland flree? 
And must I le«v« the friends of youthful years. 
And n)oul4 my heart anew to take the stamp 
Of foreign friendships in a foreign land? 
Yes, I may love the mosic of strange tongues. 
And mould my heart anew to take the stamp • 
Of for«gn firiendsMps in a foreign land ; 
But to my parched mouth's roof cleave this tongue,. 
My. fancy fade into the yellpw leaf,, 
And this oft pausing heart forget to tiirob, 
If» Scotland, thee and thine I e'er fiorget." 

« « * « « 

This little Memoir is offered with some hesita- 
tion, by one who was honoured with his friendship, 
and Is ambitious of scattering a few wild flowers 
over the grave of departed virtue, but who leaves 
to a more skilfhl hand the task of rearing a monu- 
ment worthy of his genius. Many images beam 
upon the writer*'s mind, to which no language can 
give expression : much is . purposely omitted ; but 
what has be^n written, is- from the fulness ef a 
heart overflowing with gratefhi recoQectidns. 
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Ik perusing the 'works of a favourite author, we 
naturally feel an anxietj to know if bis character 
bears a uniform resemblance to the sentiments 
that have delighted, or the principles that have 
exalted us. If so, we dwell upon his pages with 
a deeper interest, and derive from every precept 
they contain a more beneficial impression. In no 
poet can this be more compIete}>^ experienced than 
in James Grahame. In every individual produc- 
lion of this most amiable roan, we perceive the 
transcript of a mind, not only of enlightened ge- 
nius and refined taste, but extensive benevolence 
and exalted piety. Every line of the Sabbath 
breathes that feeling of devotion with which his 
pwn beart is inspired ; and although some of his 
other pieces v€ not so particularly in this train of 
thought, yet, whatever the subject is of wh^ch they 
treat, they uniformly convey to the reader » por- 
tion of that elevated sentiment by which be was 
animated. 

Xh^ S^JttATQ was his first and mos$ popv^ 
poem ; aad the vpode of its publication, ^ has 
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been mentioned in the life prefixed, evinced the 
delicacy of his character. It appeared in a yerj 
humble form ; yet so perfect in its original con- 
struction, that although it had gone through seve- 
ral editions previous to his death, he made no es* 
sential alteration. After it has for so many years 
received the decided approbation of the public, it 
were folly and presumption to offer at this time 
any particular criticism; yet it is not easy to with- 
hold encomium when the mind is full of admira* 
tion, and I cannot help noticing some of its most 
striking passages ; of which I conceive the most 
impressive to be, the death>bed scene of a youth- 
ful female, and the beautiful and original simile 
of her countenance, after death, to a frozen lake,— 
the devotion of the heart in the solitude of th^ 
woods,— the Sabbath evening of the Scottish pea- 
sant, so much in unison with tlie author's love of 
humble virtue,— the Exile 

" In foreign lancUi, though happier be the clime.'* 

I should pity the man who could read these 
lines without the most lively emotion,— without 
the heart melting in tenderness, or swelling in . 
patriotism. How much the whole poem is ctdcu- 
lated to interest the exile on a distant shore, when 
far removed from all the dear associations of home, 
we have a pleasing instance in a young officer, 
who met with it for the first time on the banks of 
the Ganges : he made it his constant companion ; 
imbibed its spirit ; conceived himself, in the ami- 
able fervour of youthful enthusiasm, the bosom- 
friend of the author ; and was led by meditating 
on his character to more refined enjoyments, and 
to nobler pursuits; he held imaginary communion 
with him in his hours of retirement, and mourned 
bis death with the grief of an only brother in a 
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simple and patbetie elegy.-*^Bles8ed is the man 
whose works have sueb eflRects. 

In the Biblical Pictoies we discover a slill more 
sublime strain of piety ; of these, perhaps the most 
striking are, The First Sabbath ; The AnouDcia- 
tion of the Birth of Jesus ; and, The Resurrec- 
tion. As he advanced in his pilgrimage^ the im- 
portance of these divine subjects seems to have 
arisen in his estimation, and his delight in them 
to have increased. 

** The Birds of Scotland** evince his minute at- 
tention to that interesting portion of natural his- 
tory ; and I cannot resist pointing out to the rea- 
der's attention the affecting episode of The Sailor 
Youth ; and the poet*s love of Nature's quiet, de- 
picted in the lines beginning, 

<* O ! I could never tire to look 
On such a scene of peacefulness as this.'* 

And his value of domestic happiness in these, 
<* Home ! word delightful to the heart of man. " 

But his devout feelings in contemplating the beau- 
ties of creation are best comprehended in this su- 
blime passage:— 

« O, Nature ! all thy seasons please the eye 
Of him who sees a Deity in all.*' 

In << The Georgics,** the same taste for rural 
scenery is apparent, and the same power of ex- 
pressing it ; though this poem is brought to a se- 
vere test in the comparison with Virgil and Thom- 
son, yet even from this ordeal it comes out pure, for 
similar as the subjects are, there is no imitation. 
A little imitation may be alleged in the description 
of The Shepherd in the Snow ; but the termina- 
tion is so different, the mind so happily relieved 
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by iSke deliglitftil picture wbieh the latter presents, 
and an impression left of so opposite a nature, 
that the resemblance ceases entirely. The gaiely 
of which he was susceptible » exemplified in the 
Description of the Skating Scene on Duddmg- 
ston Loch, and the sweet painting of female 
beauty, 

** The blooming cheek. 
The eye beaming delight.** 

It is also apparent in The Country Wedding — 
Harvest Home— -Halloween— «nd The First Morn- 
ing of the Year,— festivals dear to the heart of 
every Scotsman that feels an interest in the 

" Simple annals of the poOT," 

and who sees with regret that they are waning 
away, and giving place to less harmless enjoy- 
ments. The rural economy of this poem I will 
not enter upon. As Mr Grahame knew farming 
oply by observation, it is probable his lessons will 
be little attended to. In Mary Stuart, a tragedy, 
his muse took a more expansive range. This 
interesting passage of history has often been at- 
tempted by the dramatic writer, without attaining 
any high degree of excellence ; hence it may be 
considered a difficult subject In this, the real 
characters are well pourtrayed, and some fictitious 
ones happily introduced. The sentiment is pure, 
and the taste correct, as might be expected from 
such a pen. 

It does not appear that it ever was offered to the 
stage, and, perhaps it had not sufficient dramatic 
effect to ensure it success. Through the whole of 
his works there may be some marks of careless dic- 
tion, or want of attention to the harmony of num- 
bers, but the vital spark of an elevated imagination 
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shines forth in every Une, with lustre thai no shade 
could obscure. 

There are poets that dasile like the lightning 
of heaven^-rouse the soul to agony— «waken every 
bold and impetuous passion— excite to ardent sym- 
pathy, or sink us in the horrid gloom of despair- 
that rush upon us like a torrent, or burst like a 
▼olcano— making the youthful heart feel a violence 
of emotion, of which in the routine of common life 
it was not aware of being susceptible. But this 
was not the aim of Grahame,—- nor is it the effect 
of his poetry* His desire was to refine the taste- 
to purify the hearts— to paint sources of enjoyment, 
that are in the power of every one who has an eye 
to look abroad on the expanse of the landscape, or 
magnificence of the heavens — to give an enlighten- 
ed amusement to the pensive hours of the solitary 
—to calm the perturbed soul — to sooth the afflict- 
ed spirit, and lead it to that sphere where hb own 
had found a resting-place. 
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PREFACE. 



Im the first of the ftAltomng Poems I have endea- 
Toared to describe some of the pleasures and duties 
peculiar to the seventh day. The appropriation of 
so ooDstderable a portion of human life to religious 
services, to domestic enjoyment, and to meditative 
leisure, is a most important branch of the divine 
dispensation. The extent of the boon appears in 
its most striking light, when we consider the days 
of rest in any given period, as accumulated into 
one sum.— He who has seen threescore and ten 
years, has lived ten years of' Sabbaths, 

It is this beneficent institution that forms the 
grand bulwark of poverty against tlie encroachments 
of capital. The labouring classes sell their time. 
The rich are the buyers, at least they are the chief 
buyers ; for it is obvious, that more than the half 
of the waking hours of those who earn their bread 
by the sweat of their brow, is consumed in the 
manufacture of articles that cannot be deemed either 
necessaries or comforts. Six days of the week are 
thus disposed of already : if the seventh were iu 
the market, it would find purchasers too. The 
abolition of the Sabbath would, in truth, be equi- 
valent to a sentence, adjudging to ^he rich the ser- 
vices of the poor /or Itfe, 



22 PREFACR 

la the BibUcal Pictures, I have attempted to 
delineate some of those scenes which painters have 
so successfully presented to the eye. I need hardly 
say, however, that, by the adopUon of this title, I 
meant not to subject myself to the principles of the 
art of painting. — I have not confined myself to the 
objects of sight, nor adhered to one point of time. 
I have often represented a series of incidents ; and, 
in pourtraying characters, I have made them speak, 
as well as act. 

If some of the Miscellaneous Poems whi<:h con- 
elude this volume should draw on me the imputa- 
jion of egotisnh J- oiuat even plead guiJly to the 
charge ; truatieg that the indujgent reader, and 
good-natured critic, will not be disposed to rank 
my transgressions in this respect among the more 
aggravated species of the crime. 



THE SABBATH. 



iMoe men reqvieicat kumutf requietcat aratot; 
Et grave t iuspetuo tnmere, eesset opus. 



ARGUMENT. 



DesariptioD of a Sabbath morning in the country.— The la- 
bourer at borne.— The town mechanic's morning walk :— 
hig meditation.— The aound of bellSd— Crowd proceedine 
to church. — Interval before the service begins.— Scottish 
service^— En^ish service :— Scriptures read :— The organ, 
with the voices of the people.— The sound borne to the 
sick man's coucii :— His wish.— The worship of God in the 
solitude of the woods.— The shepherd boy among the hills. 
—People seen on the heights returning from church.— 
Contrast of the present times with those immediately pre- 
ceding the Revolution.- The persecution of the Covenan- 
ters:— A Sabbath conventicle: — Cameron :—Renwick :— 
Fsatans :— Night conventicles during storms.— A funeral 
according to the rites of the Church of England.- A female 
character. — ^The suicide.— Expostulation.— The incurable 
of an hospital- A priscm scene:— Dd>tors:— Divine ser. 
vice in the prison-hall :— Persons under sentence of death. 
—The public guilt of inflicting capital punishments on per- 
sons who have been left destitute of religious and moral 
instruction.— Children proceeding to a »inda^ school— 
The fjather.- The impress.— Ai^al on the indiscriminate 
severity of criminal law.— Comparative mildness of the 
Jewish law:— The year of jubilee:— Description of the 
commencement of the jubilee :— Tlie sound of the trum. 
pets through the land :— The bondman and his family re- 
turning txom their servitude to take possession of their hi- 
heritanca— Emigrants to the wilds of America :—'!nieir 
Sabbath worship.— The whole inhabitants of Highland dis. 
tricts who have emigrated together, still r^ret their coun- 
try :— Even the blind man regrets the objects with which 
he had been conversant— An emigrant's contrast between 
the tropical climates and Scotland.— The boy who had been 
bom on the voyage^— Description of a person on a desert 
island :— His SaUbath :— His release :— Missionary ship.— 
The Fwdfic Ocean :— Defence of Misdonaries :— Efibcts of 
B 
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the conversion of tbe primitive C3iTi«tians.^Tran8itioi] to 
the slave-trade :— Tbe Sabbath in a slave-ship :— Appeal to 
England on the subject of her encouragement to tnis hor. 
ribfe complication of crimes^— Transition to war.— Unfor- 
tunate issue of tbe late war— in France— in Switierland.— 
Apostrophe to Tell:— The attempt to resist too late:— 
The treacherous foes already in possession of the passes: 
—Their devastating progress :— Desolation.— Address to 
Scotland^— Hi^iness of seclusion from the world.— De- 
scription of a Sabba^ evening in Scotiand :— FSalmody :— 
An aged man.— Description of an industrious female re- 
duced to poverty by old age and disease.— Disinterested 
virtuous conduct to be found chiefly in the lower walks of 
life— Test of charity in the opulent— Recommendation to 
the rich to devote a portion of the Sabbath to .the duty of 
visiting the 8ick>-Invocation to Health— to Music^The 
B^;uine nuns.— Lazarus.— The Resurrection^— Dawnings 
of foith— Its progress— Consummation. 
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How still the tnonuog of the faallow'd day t 
Mute is the toic^ of rural labour, hosh'd 
The ploughboy's whittle, and the milkmaid*^ song. 
The scythe lies gtittering in the dewy wreath 
Of tedded gnsa, mtngled with fading flowers. 
That yester-moru bloom'd waving in the foreese. 
Sounds the most fidnt attract the ear— *the huni 
Of early bee, the trickling of the dew, 
The distant bleating midway up the hill; 
Calmness sits throned on yon unmoving cloud. 
To him who wanders o*er the upland leas, 
The blackbird's note comes - noellower from the 

dale; 
And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark 
Warbles his heaven-tuned song; the lulling brook 
Murmurs more gently down the deep-woro glen ; 
. While from yon lowly roof, whose cufiing snloke 
O'ermounts the mist, is heard; at intervals. 
The voice of psalms— the simple song of praise. 
With dove-like wings, Peace o'er yon village 
broods: 
The dizzying mill-wheel rests ; the anvil's din 
Hath ceased ; all, all around is quietness. 
Less fearful on this day, the limping hare 
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Stops, and looks back, and stops, and looks on man, 
Her deadliest foe. The toil-worn horse, set free^ 
Unheedful of the pasture, roams at large ; 
And, as his stiff unwieldy bullr h& rolls, 
His iron.^uin*d hoofs gleam in the morning ray. 

But chieBy Man the day of rest enjoys. 
Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail, the poor man's day. 
On other days the man of toil is doom*d 
To eat his joyless bread, lonely ; the ground 
Both seat and board ; screen'd from the winter's 

cold * 

And summer's heat, by neighbouring hedge ox 

tree; 
But OB this day, embosom'd in his home, 
He shares the frugal meal widi those he loyea : 
With those be loves he shares the beart»fek joy 
Of giving thanks to God,-^ot thanks of form, 
A word and a grimace, but reverently. 
With cover'd face and upward earnest eye. 

Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail, the poor man's day: 
The pale mechanic now has leave to breathe 
The morning air, pure from the city's smoke; 
Whiles wandering slowly up the river side^ 
He meditates on Him, whose power he marks 
In each green tree that proudly spreads the bough. 
As in the tiny dew -bent flowers that bloom 
Around iu roots ; and while he thus survejrs, 
With elevated joy, each rural charm. 
He hopes, yet fears presumption in the hope. 
That heaven may be one Sabbath without end. 

But now his steps a welcome sound recalls: 
Solemn the knell, from yonder ancient pile^ 
Fills all the air, inspiring joyful awe ; , 
Slowly the throng moves o*er the tomb-paved 

ground: 
The aged man, the bowed down, the blind 
Led by the thoughtless boy, and he who breathes 
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With pidn, and eyes the newrinade grave welU 
oleased : 



These, mingled with the young, the gay, approach 
The house of God ; these, spite of all their ills, 
A glow of gladness feel : with silent praise 
They enter in. A placid stillness reigns. 
Until the man of God, worthy the name. 
Arise and read the anointed shepherd's lays. 
His locks of snow, his brow serene,-^is look 
Of love^ it speaks, ** Ye are my children all ; 
The gray-hair*d man, stooping upon his staff, 
As well as he, the giddy child, whose eye 
Purmes the swallow flitting thwart the dome." 
Loud swells the song : O how that simple song, 
Though rudely chaunted, how it melts the heart. 
Commingling soul with soul in one full tide 
Of praise, of thankfulness, of humble trust ! 
Next comes the unpremeditated prayer, 
Breathed from the inmost heart, in accents low, 
But earnest-— Alter*d is the tone ; to man 
Are now address'd the sacred speaker's words ; 
Instruction, admonition, comfort, peace. 
Flow firom his tongue : O chief let comfort flow t 
It is most needed in this Tale of tears : 
Yes, make the widow's heart to sing for joy ; 
The stranger to discern the Almighty's shield 
Held o'er his friendless head ; the orphan child 
Feel, 'mid his tears, I have a father still ! 
'Tis done. But hark that infant querulous voice ! 
Plaint not discordant to a parent's ear ; 
And see the father raise the white-robed babe 
In solemn dedication to the Lord ; 
The holy man sprinkles with forth«stretch'd hand 
The face of innocence ; then earnest turns. 
And prays a blessing in the name of Him 
"Who said, X*et littU children come to me ; 
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JForbid them not,'* The iofant is replaced 
Among the happy band : they, smiUogly, 
In gay attire, hie to the house of mirth. 
The poor man*s festival, a jubilee day, 
Remember'd long. 

Nor would I leave unsung 
The lofty ritual of our sister land : 
In vestment white, the minister of God 
Opens the book, and reverentially 
The stated portion reads^ A pause ensues. 
The organ breathes its di^nt thunder-notes, 
Then swells into a diapason full: 
. The people rising, sing, WUh harp, with karp^ 
Arid voice of ptalnuf harmoniously attuped 
The various voices blend ; the long drawn aisles, 
At every close, the ling^ing strain prolong. 
And now the tubes a mellow*d stop controls. 
In softer harmony the people join, 
While, liquid whispers from yon orphan .band 
Recall the soul from adoration's tranc^ 
And fill the eye with pity*s gentle tears. 
Again the organ^peal, loud-rolling, meeta - 
The halleli^ahs of the. choir : Sublime, 
A thousand notes sympboniously ascend, 
As if the whole were one, suspended high 
In air, soaring heavenward : Afar they float, 
Wafting glad tidings to the sick man's couch : 
Raised on his arm, he lists the cadence dose. 



« ** And they brought young children to him, that he 
should touch tnem; and hifl disciples rebuked tiMoe that 
brought them. But when Jesus saw it, he was mucb dis- 
pleased, and said unto them. Suffer the litUe children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not; for of such is the kingdom 
of God. "Verily I say unto yoi^, Y/boaoevet diall not re- 
ceive the kingdom of God as a little child, he ^haU nqt enter 
therein. And he took them up In his arm/i, put hlS han^ 
upon them, and blessed them." ICark x. 1S-*1(S. 
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Yet thinks be hears it still : bis heart is cbeer*d ; 
He smiles on death j but, ah ! a wish will rise,— > 
** Would I were now beneath that echoing roof i 
No lukewarm accents from my lips should flow ; 
My heart would sing ; and many )s Sabbath-day 
My steps should thither turn ; or, ijfandering far 
In solitary paths, where wild flowers blow, 
Thete would I bless his name^ who led me forth 
From death's dark vale; to walk amid those sweets ; 
Who gives the bloom of health once more to glow 
Upon this dhebk, and lights this languid eye.** 

It is itot only in the siicred fane 
That homage should be paid to the Most High ; 
There is a temple, one not made with hands— 
The yaiUted firmament : Far in' the woods. 
Almost beyond the sound of city chime, 
At intenrals heard through the breezeless air ; 
When Aot the Umberest leaf is seen to move^ 
Save where the lib net lights updn the spray ; 
When ikot a floweret bends its little stalk, 
Save where the bee alights upon the bloom ;•— 
Tbere^ rapt in gratitude, in joy, and loTe, 
The man of God will pass the Sabbath noon : 
Silence his praise ; his disembodied thoughts, 
Loosed from the load of words, will high ascend ' 
Beyond the empyrean.-^ 
Nor ^ l\ess pleasing at the heavenly throne, 
The Sabbath-service of the shepherd-boy. 
In some lone glei^ where every sound is lulFd 
To slumber, save the tinkling of the rill, 
Or bleat of lamb, or hovering falcon*s cry, 
StivtcU'd on the sward, he reads of Jesse*s son ; 
Or sbteds k tear o*6r him to £gypt sold, 
And wonders why he weeps : the volume closed, 
Widrthynfte-sprig laiB between the leaves, he sings 
The sacred lays, his weekly lesson, conn'd 
With meikU care benteaUi the lowly rooif 
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Where hunible lore is learnt, where hiimble worth 
Pines unrewarded by a thankless state. 
Thus reading, hymning, all alone, unseen. 
The shepherdUbc^ the Sabbath holy keeps, 
Till on the heights he naarks the straggHng bands 
Returning hoQieward from the house of prayer. 
In pea<^e they home resort O blissful days ! 
When all men worship God as conscience wills. 
Far other times our fathers* grandsires knew, 
A virtuous race to godliness devote. 
What though the sceptic's scorn hath dared to soil 
The record of their fame ! What though the men 
Of worldly minds have dared to stigmatize 
The slster-cause. Religion and the Law, 
With Superstition's name ! jett yet their deeds. 
Their constancy in torture and in death,— 
*The% on Tradition's tongue still live ; theseahall 
On History's honest page be pictured bright 
To latest times. Perhaps some bard, whose muse 
Disdains the servile strain of Fashion's quire. 
May celebrate their unambitious names. 
With them each day was holy ; every hour 
They stood prepared to die ; a people doom'd 
To death;— old men, and youths, and ample 

maids. 
With them each day was holy ; but that mom 
On which the angel said. See where the Lord 
Wcis laidf joyous arose ; to die that day 
Was bliss. Long ere the dawn, by devious ways. 
O'er hills, through woods, o'er dreary wastes, they 

sought 
The upland muirs, where rivers, there but brooks. 
Dispart to different seas : Fast by such brooks 
A little glen is sometimes scoop'd, a plat 
With green sward gay, and flowers that strangers 



Amid the heathery wild, that all around 
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Fatigues the eye : in solitudes like these, 

Thy penecuted children, Scotia, foil'd 

A tyrant's and a lugof s bloody laws : 

There, leaning on his spear, (one of the array, 

Wboae gleam, in former days, had scathed the 

rose J . . 

On £ngland!s banner, and had powerless struck 
The infatuate monarch and hia wavering. host), . 
The lyart veteran beard the word of God 
By Cameron thunder'd, or by Renwick pour'd 
In gentle stream : then rose the song, the loud 
Acdaim of praise. The wheeling plover ceased 
Her plaint ; the solitary place was glad, 
And on the distant cairna the watcher!s ear* 
Caught doubtfully at times the breeze-borne notew 
But years more gloomy follow'd ; and no more 
The assembled people dared, in face of day, ' 
To worship God, or even at the dead 
Of night, save when the wintry storm raved fierce. 
And thunder-peals compeird tiie men of blood 
To couch within their dens ; then dauntlessly 
The scatter'd few would meet, in some deep deU 
By rocks o'er-canopied, to hear the voice, 
Their faithful pastor's voice : He by the ^eam 
Of sheeted lightning oped the sacred boi^ . 
And words of comfort spake: Over their aouls 
His accents soothing came,— as to her young 
The heatiifowl's plumes, when, at the close of eve^ 
She gathers in, mournful, her brood dispersed 
By murderous sport, and o*er the remnant spreads 
Fondly her wings ; close nestling *neath her breast, 
They, cherish*d, cower amid the purple blooms. 

But wood and wild, the mountain and the dale^ 
The bouse of prayer itself,— no place inspires 



• SentinelB were placed on the surrounding hills, to give 
' { of tiie Kppnafih of the military. 
BS 
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Emotions more aocordAnt with the daj, 
Than does tlie field of graves, the land of rest :«— 
Oft at the close of evening-prayer, the toll, 
The solemn funeral-toll, pausing, proclaims 
llie service of the tomb : the homeward crowds 
Divide on either hand ; the pomp draws near ; 
The choir to meet the dead go forth, and sing^ 
/ am the resurrection and the life. 
Ah me ! these youthful bearers robed in white^ 
They tell a mournful tale; some blooming friend 
Is gone, dead in her prime of years :— -'Twas she, 
'llie poor man*s friend, who, when she could not 

give. 
With angel tongue pleaded to those who could ; 
With angel tongue and mild beseeching eye^ 
That ne*er besought in vain, save when she prayM 
For longer life, with heart resign'd to die,— . 
Rejoiced to die ; for happy visions bless'd 
Her voyage's last days,* and, hovering round, 
Alighted on her soul, giving presage 
That heaven was nigh :— O what a burst 
Of rapture from her lips ! what tears of joy 
Her heavenward eyes suffused! Those eyes are 

' closed ; 
But all her loveliness is not yet flown : 
She smiled in death, and still her cold pale face 
Retains that smile ; as when a waveless lake. 
In which the wintry stars all bright appear. 
Is sheeted by a nightly frost with ice. 
Still it reflects the (ace of heaven unchanged, 
Unruffled by the breeze or sweeping blast. 

» Towards the end of Columbus's voyage to the New World, 
when he was already near, but notin si^t of land, the 4rwp^ 
ing hopes of his mariners (for his own confidence seems to 
have remained unmoved) were revived by the appearance of 
birds, at drtt hovering loaad the ship, and then iOigbtiag on 
the rigging. 
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Again that knell ! The tlow procession stops : 
The pall withdrawn, Death's ahar, tbick-emboss'd 
With iiielancfaoly*orDaments,-- (the name, 
The record of her bbssomiog age),— appears 
Unveird, and on it dust to dust is thrown. 
The final rite. Oh ! hark that sullen sound ! 
Upon the lower*d bi^ the shovelled clay- 
Falls fast, and fills the void- 
But who is he 
That stands aloof, with haggard wistful eye^ 
As if he coveted the closing grave ? 
And he does covet it— his wish is death : 
The dread resolve is fix*d ; his own right-hand 
Is sworn to do the deed : The day of rest 
"So peace, no comfort, brings his woe- worn spirit : 
Self-cursed, the hallowed dome he dreads to enter; 
He dares not pray ; he dares not sigh a hope ; 
Annihilation is his only heaven ! 
% Loathsome the converse of;his friends : he shuns 
The human fiice ; in every careless eye 
Suspicion of his purpose seems to lurk. 
Deep piny shades be loves, where no sweet note 
Is warbled, where the rook unceasing caws : 
Or far in moors, remote from house or hut. 
Where animated nature seems extinct. 
Where even the bum of wandering bee ne'er breaks 
The quiet slumber of the level waste ; 
Where vegetation's traces almost fail. 
Save where the leafless cannacbs wave their tufts 
Of silky white, or massy oaken trunks 
Half-buried lie, and tell where greenwoods grew,— 
There, on the heathless moss outstretch'd he 

broods ,^ 
0*er all his ever-changing plans of death : 
The time, place, means, sweep like a stormy rack. 
In fleet succession, o'er his clouded soul ;— 
The poniard,— and ^e opium draught, that brings 
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Death by degrees, but leaves an awful chasm 

Between the act and consequence, — the flash 

Sulphureous, fraught .with instantaneous death ;*- 

The rttin*d tower perch*d on some jutting rock. 

So high that, "tween the leap and dash below. 

The brealh might take its flight in midway air,— 

This pleases for a while ; but on the brink. 

Back from the toppling edge' bis fancy shrinks 

In horror: Sleep at last his breast becalms,*— 

He dreams His done ; but starting wild awakes^ 

Resigning to despair his dream of joy. 

Then hope, faint hope, revives^^ope, that Despair 

May to his aid let loose the demon Frenzy, 

To lead scar^ Cdnsdehce blindfold o*er the brink 

Of self-de8truction*i cataract of blood. 

Most miseraUe, most incongruous wretdi !' 

Darest thou to spurn thy- life, the boon of God, 

Yet dreadest to approach his holy place ? 

O dare to enter in ! inaybe some word, ^ 

Or sweetly-chaunted strain, will in thy heart 

Awake a chord in unison with life. 

What are thy fancied woes to his, whose fate 

Is (sentence dire!) incurable disease,-— 

The outcast of a lazar-hduse, homeless, ; 

Or with a home where eyes do scowl on him ! 

Tet he, even he, with feeble steps draws near, 

With trembling voice joins in the song of praise. 

Patient he waits the hour of his' release ; 

He knows he has a home beytind the grave;* 

Or turn thee to that house with studded doors, 
And iron.vizor'd windows; even there 
Tlie Sabbath sheds a beam of bliss,, though faint; ' 
The debtor's friends (for still l^i^ has some friends) 
Have time to Visit him ; -the blossoming pea. 
That climbs the rust* worn bars, seems fresher 

tinged; 
And OQ the little ttuf, this day renew'd. 
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The lark, his prison-mate, quivers the wing 

With more than wonted joy. See, through the bars, 

That pallid face retreating ffpm the view, 

That glittering eye following, with hopeless looky 

The friends of former years, now passing by 

In peaceful fellowship to worship God : 

With them, in days of youthful years, he roam*d 

0*er hiil and dale, o*er broomy knowe ; and wist 

As little as the blithest of the band 

Of this his lot ; condemned, condemned unheard, 

The plrty for his judge ;-^*-«mong the throng, 

The Pharisaical hard-hearted man 

He sees pass on, to join the heaTen-taught prayer, 

JForgive our debts at tve forgive our debtors : 

From unforgiving lips most impious prayer ! 

O happier far the rictim than the hand 

That deals the legal sub ! The injured man 

Enjoys internal, settled calm ; to him 

The Sabbath bell sounds peace ; he loves to meet 

His fellow-sufferers to pray and praise : 

And many a prayer, as pure as e'er was breathed 

In holy fanes, is sigh*d in prison halls. 

Ah me ! that clank of chains, as kneel and rise 

The death-doom'd row. But see, a smile illumes 

The face of some ; perhaps they're guiltless : Oh ! 

And must high-minded honesty endure 

The ignominy of a felon's fate ! 

No, 'tis not ignominious to be wrong'd : 

No; conscious exultation swells tbeii* hearts, 

To think the day draws nigh, when in the view 

Of aogels, and of just men perfect made, 

The mark which rashness branded on their names 

Shall be effaced ;«— wlfen wafted on life's storm. 

Their souls shall reach the Sabbath of the skies ;•«-. 

As birds from bleak Norwegia's wintry coast 

Blown out to sea, strive to regain the shore. 

But, vainly striving, yield ihem to the Uas^-— 
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Swept o*er the deep to Albion's genial iftle. 
Amazed they Ugbt amid the bloomy sprays 
Of some green vale, there to enjoy new loves. 
And join in harmony unheard before. 

The land is groaning 'neath the guilt of blood 
Spilt wantonly : for every death-doom*d man, 
"Who, in his boyhood, has been left untaught 
That Wisdom*s ways are ways of fAeasantness, 
And all her paths are peace, unjustly dies. 
But, ah ! how many are thus left untaught,-* 
How many would be left, but for the band 
United to keep holy to the Lord 
A portion of his day, by teaching those 
Whom Jesus loved with forth* stretch *d hand to 

bless! 
Behold yon motley train, by two and two, 
Each with a Bible *neath its li|tle arm. 
Approach well-pleased, as if they went to play. 
The dome where simple lore is learnt unbought : 
And mark the father *mid the side way throng ; 
Well do I know him by his glistening eye, 
That follows steadfastly one of the line. 
A dark seafaring man he looks to be ; 
And much it glads his boding heart to think. 
That when once more he sails the vallied deep. 
His child shall still receive Instructioo*s boon. 
But hark,--^ noise,— ^ cry,— ^ gleam of swordi!^- 
Resistauce is in vain,— he's borne away, 
Nor is allow 'd to clasp his weeping child. 

My innocent, so helpless, yet so gay ! 
How could I bear to be thus rudely torn 
From thee ; — to see thee lift thy little arm. 
And impotently strike the ruffian man,— 
To hear thee bid him chidingly— 4>egone ! 

O ye who live at home, and kiss each eve 
Your sleeping infants ere you go to rest. 
And, 'wakened by thdr call, lift up your eyes 
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tjpoii their moroing smile,— think, think of those, 
Who, torn away without one farewell word 
To wife or children, sigh the day of life 
In iMinishmeot from all tbat*s dear io roan !— - 
O raise your voices in one general peal 
Remonstrant, for the opprest. And ye, who sit 
Month after month devising impost-laws, 
Give some small portion of your midnight vigils 
To mitigate, if not remove, the wrong. 

Relentless Justice ! with fate-furrow'd brow ! 
Wherefore to various crimes of various guilt. 
One penalty, the most severe, allot? 
Why, paird in state, and mitred with a wreath 
Of nightshade, dost thou sit portentously. 
Beneath a cloudy canopy of sighs, 
Of fears, of trembling hopes, of boding doubts ! 
Death's dart thy mace! — Why are the laws of 

God, 
Statutes promulged in characters o^ fire,* 
Despised in deep concerns, where heavenly guid- 
ance / 
Is most required ? The murderer — let him die, 
And him who lifts his arm against his parent^ 
His country,— or his voice against his God. 
Let crinnes less heinous dooms less dreadful meet 
Than loss of life ! so said the law divine ; 
Tliat law beneficent, which mildly stretch'd. 
To taen forgotten and forlorn, the hand 
Of restitution : Yes, the trumpet's voice 
The Sabbath of the jubilee f announced : 

• •* And it came to pass on the third day in the morning, 
that there were thunders ^ lightnings, and a thick cloud 
upon the Mount, and the voice of the trumpet exceeding 
loud I, so that' all the people that was in the camp trembled." 
Exodl xlx. 16, 

f ** And thou sbalt number seven Sabbaths of years unto 
thee, aeveti times seven years; and the space of the seven 
SnWwtlMi of years shaU be unto thee forty and nine years. 
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The freedom-freighted blast, through all the kmd 

At once, in every city, echoing rings, 

From Lebanon to Carmel's woody clifis, 

So loud, that fid* within the desert's verge 

The couching lion starts, and glarjes around. 

Free is the bondman now, each one returns 

To his inheritance : The man, grown old 

In servitude far from his native fields. 

Hastes joyous on his way: no hills aresteep. 

Smooth is each rugged path ; his little ones 

Sport as they go, while oft the mother chides 

The lingering step, lured by the way-side flowers : 

At length the hill, from which a farewell look. 

And still another parting look, he cast 

On his paternal vale, appears in view : 

The summit gain*d, throbs hard his heart with joy 

And sorrow blent, to see that vale once more : 

Instant his eager eye darts to the roof 

Where first he saw the light : his youngest bom 

He lifts, and, pointing to the much4oved apo^ 

Says,— <* There thy fathers lived, and there they 

sleep.** 
Onward he wends ; near and more near he draws : 
How sweet the tinkle of the palm-bower'd brook ! 
7%e sun-beam slanting through the cedar-grove 
How lovely, and how mild ! But lovelier still 
The welcome in the eye of ancient friends^ 
Scarce known at first ! and dear the fig«tree shade 
'Neath which on Sabbath eve his father told •^ 

Then shalt thou cause the trumpet of the iubUee to sound 
on the tenth day of the seventh month : in the day of atone, 
ment shall ye make the trumpet snund throughout all your 
land. And ye shall hallow the ^ftletb year, and pnxAaln 
liberty throughout all the Uuid unto all tlie inhabitants 
thereof: it shall be a jubilee unto you ; and ye shall retuni 
every man unto his possession, and ye shall return every 
man unto his family/' Lev. xxv. 8, 9, 10. 

« « And these words which I command thee this day shall 
be in thine heart: And thou ihalt teach them diligent^ unto 
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Of Israel from the house of bondage freed, 
Led through the desert to the promised land ; — 
With eager iurms the aged stem he clasps. 
And with his tears the furrow*d bark bedews : 
And still, at midnight hour, he thinks he hears 
The blissful sound that brake the boodman*s 

chains, 
The glorious peal of freedom and of joy ! 

Did ever law of man a power like this 
DispUj ? power marvellous as merciful, 
Which, though in other ordinances still 
Most plainly seen, is yet but little mark'd 
For what it truly is, — a miracle ! 
Stupendous, ever new, perform'd at once 
In every region,««yea, on every sea 
Which Europe's navies plough ;•— yes, in all lands 
From pole to pole, or civilized or rude, 
People there are, to whom the Sabbath morn 
Dawns, shedding dews into their drooping hearts : 
Yes, far beyond the high- heaved western wave; 
Amid Columbia's wildernesses vast. 
The words which God in thunder from the Mount 
Of Sinai spake, are heard, and are obey'd. 
Thy children, Scotia, in the desert laifd. 
Driven from their homes by fell Monopoly, 
Keep holy to the Lord the seventh day. 
Assembled under loftiest canopy 
Of trees primeval, soon to be laid low, 
They sing, fi^ BabeVs streams we sat and wepi. 

What strong mysterious links enchain the heart 
To regions where the mom of life was spent ! 
In foreign lands, though happier be the dime^ 

tbv children, and shalt talk of them when thou sittest in 
thme house, and when thou walkest by the way, and when 
thou lieit down, and when thou riaett up. Thou shalt say 
unto tby son. We were Pharaoh's bondmen in Kgrpt; and 
the Ix>rd brought us out of Egypt with a mighty hand.*'— 
DeutvL6,7.»l. 
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Though ixHSnd our board Bmile all the friends we | 

loye, 
The face of nature wears a stranger's look : 
Yea, though the valley which we loved be swept 
Of its inhabitants, none left behind, 
Not even the poor blind man who sought his bread 
From door to door, still, still there is a want : 
Yes, even he, round whom a night that knows 
No dawn is ever spread, whose native vale • 
Presented to his closed eyes a blank. 
Deplores its distance now. There well he knew 
Each object, though unseen; there could he wend 
His way, guideless,- through wilds and masy woods; 
Each a^ tree, spared when the forest fell. 
Was his 'familiar friend, from the smooth birch; 
With rind of silken touch, to the rough elm : 
The three grey stones that mark*d where heroes 

i«y. 

Moum'd by the harp, moum'd by the- melting 

voice 
Of Cona, oft his resting-place had been ; 
Oft had they toM him that his home was near : 
The tinkle of the rill, the murmuring 
So gentle of the brook, the torrent's rush. 
The cataract's din, the ocean's distant roar, 
The echo's answer to his foot or voice,-— 
All spoke a language which he understood. 
All wam'd him of his way. But most he feels. 
Upon the hallowM mom, the saddening change: 
No more he hears the gladsome village bell 
Ring the blest summons to the house of God i 
And«-for the voice of psalms, loud, solemn, grand, 
That cbeer'd his darkling path, as with slow step 
And fb^ble, he toiled up the spire- topt bill,— 
A few. faint notes ascend among the trees. 
What though the cluster'd vine there hardly 
t^mpb 
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The tn¥eller*8 btnd; though birds of daading 

plume 
Perch on the loaded boughs ;^-Giye me thy 

woods, 

(Exclaims the banished man), thy barren woods 
Poor Scotland ! Sweeter there the reddening haw. 
The sloe, or rowan's * bitter bunch, than here 
The purple grape ; dearer the red.breast*8 note, 
That moums the lading year* in Scotia's vales^ ' ^ 
Than .Philomers^ where spring is ever new ;' • 
More dear to me the ned-4»reast*s sober sui^ ■ 
So like awtthec'd leaflet, than the glare 
or gaudy wings, that make <tfae- Iris dim." - 

Nor. is regret exclusive to the old : 
The boy, whose Inrth was midway o'er the main, 
A s^ip bis cradle,- by the .billows rock-'d«— 
** The nufsliDgof the storm,"— ^although he claims 
No native land, yet does he wbtful hear 
Of some far distant country still caH*d home. 
Where lambs of whitest fleece sport on the hills; ■' 
Where gold«speck'd fishes wanton in the streams $ 
Where little birds^ when snow-flakes dim the air. 
Light on the floor, and peck the table cmmsj ' ' 
And with- their singing sheer the winter day* •' - 

But what the loss- of ^country to the wqes • 
Of banisbment and solitude combined ? 
Oh ! my- heart bleeds to think there now may live 
One hapless man, the remnant of a wreck. 
Cast on some desert island X)f that main 
Immense, which stretches from the Gochin'shore^ 
To Acapulco. Motionless he sits,* 
As is the rook his seat^ 'gasing whole days, . 
With wandering eye, o'er all the watery v^asttf^. 
Now striving to bdieve the Albatross 
A sail appearing on the horizon's verge ; 

• MouDit8i&.asb. 
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Nov Timfog ne'er to cherisb other hope 
Than hope of death. .Thus pass his weary hours, 
Till welcome evening warn him that *tis time 
Upon the shell-notch *d calendar to mark 
Another day, another dreary day,-— 
Changeless ;«-«4br, in these regions of the sun. 
The wholesome law that dooms mankind to toil, 
Bestowing grateful interchange of rest 
And labour, is annuU'd ; for there the trees, 
Adom'd at once with bud, and flower, and fruit, 
Drop, |» the breezes blow, a shower of bread 
And blossoms on the ground. But yet by him. 
The Hermit of the Deep, not unobserred 
The Sabbath passes : 'Tis his great delight. 
X)ach seroith eve he marks the farewell ray, 
And loves, and sighs to think,— that setting sun 
Is now empurpling Scotland's mountain-tops, 
Or, higher risen, slants athwart her yales, 
Tinting with yellow light the quivering throat 
Of day-spring lark, while woodland birds below 
Chaunt in the dewy shade. Thus all night long 
He watches, while the rising moon describes 
The progress of the day in happier lands. 
And now he almost fancies that he hears 
The chiming from his native village church ; 
And now he sings, and fondly hopes the strain 
'May be the same that sweet ascends at home 
In congregation full,— where, not without a tear, 
The^ are remember*d who in ships behold - 
The wonders of the deep :* he sees the hand. 
The widow*d hand, that veils the eye suffused ; 
He sees his orphan*d boy look up, and strive 
The widow*d heart to sooth. His spirit leans 
On God. Nor does he leave his weekly vigil, 

« « They that go down to the sea in ships, that do hHrinwc 
in great waters : these see the works of the Lord, and his 
wonden in the deep." FsaLcvlL 
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Tboagb tempests ride o*cr weUun-lashing waves 
On winds of cloudless wing;* though l^htnings 

bunt 
So TiWd, that the stars are bid and seen 
In awful alternation : Cain he views 
The fiur-ezploding firmadient, and dares 
To hope— one bolt in meroy is reserved 
For his release : And yet he is resigned 
To live ; because full well be is assured, 
Thy hand does lead him, tliy right hand upholds.f 
And thy right hand does lead him. Lo } at last. 
One sacred eve, he hears, faint from the deep, 
Music remote, swelling at intervals. 
As if the embodied spirit of sweet sounds 
Came slowly floating on the shoreward wave : 
The cadence well be knows»^-a hymn of old, 
Where sweetly is rehearsed the lowly state 
Of Jesus, when his birth was first announced 
In midnight music, by an angel choir. 
To Bethlehem's sfaepherds»| as they watch'd their 

flocks. 
Breathless, the man forlorn listens, and thinks 
It is a dream. Fuller the voices «well. 
He looks, and starts to see, moving along. 



« In the tropical regions, the sky during stornu is often 
without a doud. 

f ** If I take the wings of the morning, and dwell in the 
uttermost parts of the sea, even there shall thy hand lead 
me, and thy right hand shall hold me. ** Faai. cxxxix. 

t ** And there were in the same country shepherds abiding 
in the field, keeping watch over their flodcs by night An^ 
lo ! the angel or the Lord came upon them, and the glory of 
the Lord shone round about them, and they were sore alTaid. 
And the angel said unto them. Fear not, for, behold ! I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. 
For unto you is bom this day in the city of David, a Saviour, 
who is Christ the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you. 
Ye shall find the babe wr^^)ed in swaddling-clothes, lying in 
a manger. And suddenly there was with the angel a multi- 
tude of the heavenly host, praising God, and saying, Glory 
to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward 
men." Luke iL 8«li. 
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A fiery wave,* (so>8ccnisit)> ole■eeIltlbnIi'dj' 
Appr(NlchiDg to iJie land; straigbtvay be acee 
A towering whiteness ; *tis the heaveo-fiU'd sails 
That waft the mMsion'd aicu, who have renounced 
Their homes^ thein^iiiitry, nay, almost the world, 
Bearing glad iidiogs to the farthest isles- 
Of ocean, that the dead skail rise ogaiiu • 
Forward the gleam-girt castle coastwise glides ; 
It- seems as it would pass away. > To cry 
The wretched man in yain attempts, ia ndn, - 
Powerless his. voice as .in a fearlal dream : 
Not so his hand t be strikes the flint,4—a bfane 
Mounts from the ready heap of witber'd leaves : 
The music ceases, aeoenta harsh succeed. 
Harsh,. but most gnteful: downward- drop the 

sails ; 
Ingulf *d tbe anchor sinks ; the boat is launched ; 
But cautious lies aloof till morning dawu % 
O then the tmnsport of the man, unused 
To other human voice .beside his own,^ < 
His native tongue to hear ! he breathes at home, 
Though earth's diameter is interposed. 
Of perils of the sea he has no dread,. 
Full w^U assured tbe mission'd bark is safe, 
Held in tbe hollow of the Almighty's hand, 
(And signal thy deliveraoces have been. 
Of these thy messengers of peace and joy;). 
From storms that loudly threaten to unfix 
Islands rock-rooted in the ocean's bed, 
Thou dost deliver them,— and from the calm. 
More dreadful than the storm, when motionless 
Upon the purple deep tbe Vessel lies 

* ** In some seas, as pnrticulariy about the coast of Mabu 
bar, as a ship floate along, it seems during the night to be 
murrounded with fire, and to leave a long track of light bdiind 
It. Whenever tbe sea is gently agitated, it seems converted 
hito little stars : every drop as it breaks emits light, Uke 
bodies electrified hi the dark." Darwin, 
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For days, for nights, illumed by phosphor <lamp8 ; 
When sea<birds seem in nests of flame to float ; 
When backward starts the boldest mariner 
To see, while o'er the side he leaoB^ his face 
As if deep-tloged with blood.— 

Let worldly men 
The cause and combatants contemptuous soom, 
And call fanatics them who hazard health 
And life in testifying of the truth ; 
Who joy and glory in the cross of Christ ! 
What were the Galilean fishermen 
But messengers, commissioned to announce 
The resurrection, and the life to come ! 
They, too, though clothed with power of mighty 

works 
Miraculous, were oft received with scorn ; 
Oft did their words fall powerless, though enforced 
By deeds that mark*d Omnipotence their friend : 
But, when their efforts faird, unwearied iy 
They onward went, rejoicing in their courses 
Like helianthus,* borne on downy wings 
To distant realms, they frequent fell on soils 
Barren and thankless ; yet oft-times tliey saw 
Their labours crown*d with fruit an hundred fold, 
Saw the new converts testify their faith 
By works of loye,— the sla?e set free, the sick 
Attended, prisoners visited, the poor 
Received as brothers at the rich man*s board. 
Alas ! how different now the deeds of men 
Nursed in the faith of Christ ! — The free, bumIs 

slaves ! 
Tom from their country, borne across the deep, 
£nchain*d, endungeon'd, forced by stripes to live. 



* Sun flower. ** The seeds of many plants of this kind are 
Aimished with a plume, by which admirable mechanism they 
are disseminated far from their parent stem." Darwtn, 
o 
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DoomM to behold their wives, their little ones, 
Tremble benesth the white man's fiend-like frown ! 
Yet even to scenes like theses the Sabbath brings 
Alleviation of the enormous woe :— 
The oft-reiterated stroke is still ; 
The clotted scourge bangs hardening in the shrouds. 
But see, the demon man, whose trade is blood, 
With dauntless front, convene his ruffian crew 
To hear the sacred service read. Accursed, 
The wretch's bile*tinged lips profane the word 
Of God : Accursed, he ventures to pronounce 
The decalogue, nor falters at that law 
Wherein *tis written, Tkou shall do no murder : 
Perhaps, while yet the words are on his lips. 
He hears a dying mother's parting groan ; 
He hears hef orphan*d child, with lispiogplaint, 
Attempt to rouse her from the sleep of death. 

O England ! England ! wash thy purpled hands 
Of this foul sin, and never dip them more 
In guilt so damnable \ then lift them up 
In supplication to that God, whose name 
Is Mercy ; then thou mayest, without the risk 
Of drawing vengeance from the surcharged douds, 
Implore protection to thy menaced shores ; 
Then Goid will blast the tyrant's arm that grasps 
The thunderbolt of ruin o*er thy head ; 
Then will he turn the wolvish race to prey 
Upon each other ; then will he arrest 
The lava torrent, causing it regorge 
Back to ils source with fiery desolation. 

Of all the murderous trades by mortals plied, 
*Ti$ war alone that never violates 
The hallow'd day by simulate respect,— 
By hypocritic rest : No, no, the work proceeds. 
From sacred pinnacles are hung the flags,* 

« Church steeples are fteqpiently used as signaKposti. 



THE SABBATH. 49 

That gire the sign to slip the leash fitmi slaughter. 
The bells, whose knoll a holy calmness pour'd 
Into the good man's hreast,—- whose sound solaced 
The sick, the poor, the old-^perversion dire ! 
Pealing with sulphurous tongue, speak death- 
fraught woi^s : 
From mom to eve Destruction revels frenzied, 
Till at the boor when peaceful vesper-chiraes 
Were wont to sooth the ear, the trumpet sounds 
Pursuit and flight altera ; and for the song 
Of larks, descending to their gra8B>bower*d homes, 
The croak of flesh-gorged ravens, as they slake 
Their thirst in hoof-prints ^ll*d with gore, dis- 

turbs 
The stupor of the dying man ; while Death 
Triumphantly sails down the ensanguined stream. 
On corses throned, and crown'd with shiver'^d 

boughs, 
That erst hung imaged in the crystal tide.* 

And what the harvest of these bloody fields? 
A double weight of fetters to the slave. 
And chains on arms that wielded Freedom's 

sword. 
Spirit of Tell ! and art thou doom'd to see 
Thy mountains, that confessed no other chains 
Than what the wintry elements had forged,^ 
Thy vales, where Freedom, and her stem com- 
peer,' 
Proud virtuous Poverty, their noble state 
Maintain*d, amid surrounding threats of wealth. 
Of superstition, and tyrannic sway 
Spirit of Tbll ! and art thou doom*d to see ' 



« After a heavy cannonade, the shivered branches of 
trees, and the oorpies of the killed, are seen floating together 
down the rivers. 

C 



50 THE SABBATH. 

That land subdued by Slavery's basest slaves ; 
By men, whose lips pronounce the sacred name 
Of Liberty, then kiss the despot's foot? 
Helvetia ! hadst thou to thyself been true^ 
Thy dying sons bad triumphed as tbey feU : 
But 'twas a glorious effort, though in vain. 
Aloft thy Genius, 'mid the sweeping clouds. 
The 6ag of freedom spread ; bright in the storm 
The streaming meteor waved, and far it gleam'd : 
But, ah ! 'twas transient as the Iris' arch. 
Glanced from Leviathan's ascending shower, 
When 'mid the mountain waves heaving his head. 
Already had the fidendly-seeming foe 
Possess'd the snow.piled ramparts of the land : 
Down like an avalanche they loU'd, they cruah*d 
The temple, palace, cottage^ every work 
Of art and nature, in one common ruin. 
The dreadful crush is o'er, and peace enaaes, — 
Tlie peace of desolation, gloomy, still : 
Each day is hush'd as Sabbath ; but, alas ! 
No Sabbath-service glads the seventh day ! 
No more the happy villagers are seen 
Winding adown the rock-hewn paths, that wont 
To lead their footsteps to the house of prayer ; 
But, far apart, assembled in the depth 
Of solitudes, perhaps a little group 
Of aged men, and orphan boys, and maids. 
Bereft, list to the breathings of the holy man. 
Who spurns an oath of fealty to the power 
Of rulers chosen by a tyrant's nod. 
.No more, as dies the rustling of the breese. 
Is heard the distant vesper-hynm ; no more 
At gloamin hour, the plaintive strain, that links 
His country to the Switzer's heart, delights 
The loosening team ; or if some diepberd boy 
Attempt the strain, his voice soon faUerin|^ stops ; 
He feels his country now a foreign land. 
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O Scotland ! canst thou for a moment brook 
The mere imagination, that a fate 
Like this should e*er be thine ! tliat o'er these hills 
And dear-bought vales, whence Wallace, Douglas, 

Bruce, 
Kepell'd proud Edward's multitudinous hordes, 
A Gallic foe, that abject race, should rule ! 
No, no ! let never hostile standard touch 
Thy shore : rush, rush into the dashing brine. 
And crest each wave with steel ; and should the 

stamp 
Of Slavery's footstep violate the strand. 
Let not the tardy tide efface the mark; 
Sweep off the stigma with a sea of blood ! 

TInice happy he, who, far in Scottish glen 
Retired, (yet ready at his country's call). 
Has left the restless emmet-hill of man ! 
He never longs to read the saddening tale 
Of endless wars ; and seldom does he hear 
The tale of woe ; and ere it reaches him, 
Rumour, so loud when new, has died away 
Into a whisper, on the memory borne 
Of casual traveller :^-as on the deep. 
Far from the sight of land, when all around 
Is waveless calm, the sudden tremulous swell, 
That gently heaves the ship, tells, as it rolls, 
Of earthquakes dread, and cities overthrown. 

O Scotland ! much I love thy tranquil dales : 
But moat on Sabbath eve, when low the sun 
Slants through the upland copse, 'tis my delight. 
Wanderings and stopping oft, to hear the song 
Of kindred praise arise froni humble i^oofs ; 
Or, when the simple service ends, to hear 
The lifted latch, and mark the grey-hair'd man, 
The father and the priest, walk forth alone 
Into his garden-plat, or little field, 
To commune with his God in secret prayer,*^ 
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To bless the Lord, that in his downward years 
His children are about him : Sweet, meantime. 
The thrush, that sings upon the aged thorn. 
Brings to his view the days of youthful years 
When that same aged thorn was but a bush. 
Kor is the contrast between youth and age 
To him a painful thought ; he joys to think 
His journey near a close,— heaven is his honie. 
More happy far that man, though bowed down. 
Though feeble be his gait, and dim his eye. 
Than they, the favourites of youth and health. 
Of riches, and of fame, who have renounced 
The glorious promise of the life to come,— 
Clinging to death. 

Or mark that female face, 
The faded picture of its former self,— . 
The garments coarse, but clean ;— frequent at 

church 
I've noted such a one, feeble and pale, 
Yet standing, with a look of mild content. 
Till beckon'd by some kindly hand to sit. 
She has seen better days ; there was a time 
Her hands could earn her bread, and freely give 
To those who were in want ; but now old age. 
And lingering disease, have made her helpless. 
Yet she is happy, ay, and she is wise, 
(Philosophers may sneer, and pedants frown). 
Although her Bible is her only book ; 
And she is rich, although her only wealth 
Is recollection of a well-spent life- 
Is expectation of the life to come. 
Examine here, explore the narrow path 
In which she walks ; look not for virtuous deeds 
In history's arena, where the prize 
Of fame, or power, prompts to heroic acts. 
Peruse the lives themselves of men obscure :-* 
There charity, that robs itself to give ; 
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There fortitude in sickness, nursed by want ; 
There courage, that expects no tongue to praise ; 
There virtue Iiirks, like purest gold deep hid, 
With no alloy of selfish motive mix'd. 
The poor man's boon, that stints him of his bread, 
Is prized more highly in the sight of Him 
Who sees the heart, than golden gifts from hands 
That scarce can know their countless treasures 

lesa:* 
Yea, the deep sigh that heaves the poor man*s 

breast 
To see distress, and feel his willing arm 
Palsied by penury, ascends to heaven ; 
While ponderous bequests of lands and goods 
Ne*er rise above their earthly origin. 

A^d should all bounty, that is clothed with 

power, 
Be deemM unworthy ?— ^Far be such a thought ! 
Even when the rich bestow, there are sure tests 
Of genuine charity :— Yes, yes, let wealth 
Give other alms than silver or than gold,— 
Time, trouble, toil, attendance, watchfulness. 
Exposure to disease ;«*yes, let the rich 
Be often seen beneath the sick man's roof; 
Or cheering, with inquiries from the heart. 
And hopes of health, the melancholy range 
Of couches in the public wards of woe : 
There let them ofbn bless the sick man's bed. 
With kind assurances that all is well 

* X And Jesiu nt over against the treotury, and beheld 
how the people cart money into the treasury; and many 
that were rich cart in mudi. And there came a certain 
poor widow, and ahe threw in two mites, which malice a 
farthing. And he called unto him his disciples, and saith 
unto them. Verily, I say unto you, that this poor widow 
hath cart more in than all they which have cart hito the 
treasuir: For all they did cart in of their abundance^ but 
the of her want did cart in all that she had, even all her Uv. 
iog.'* Mark zii. 41— M^ 
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At home ; that plenty smiles upon the board*— 
The while the band that earnM the frugal meal 
Can hardly raise itself in sign of thanl». 
Above all duties, let the rich man search 
Into the cause he knoweth not, nor spurn 
The suppliant wretch as guilty of a crime. 

Ye, bless'd with wealth/ (another name for 
power 
Of doing good), O would ye but devote 
A little portion of each seventh day 
To acts o£ justice to your fellow men ! 
The house of mourning silently invites : 
Shun not the crowded alley ; prompt descend' 
Into the half-sunk cell, darksome and damp ; 
Nor seem impatient to be gone : Inquire^ 
Console, instruct, encourage, sooth, assist ; 
Read, pray, and sing a new song to the Lord ; 
Make tears of joy down grief-worn furrows flow. 

O Health ! thou sun of life, without whose 
beam 
The fairest scenes of nature seem involved 
In darkness, shine upon my dreary path 
Once more ; or, with thy faintest daWn, give hope, 
That I may yet enjoy thy vital ray ! 
Though transient be the hope, 'twill be most iweet, 
Like midnight music, stealing on the ear, 
Then gliding past, and dying slow away. 
Music ! thou soothing power, thy charm is proved 
Most vividly when clouds o*ercast the soul ;— • 
So light its loveliest effect displays 
In lowering skies, when through the murky rack 
A slanting sun- beam shoots, and instant limns 
The ethereal curve of seven harmonious dyesi 
Eliciting a splendour from the gloom : 
O Music ! still vouchsafe to tranquillise 
Thb breast perturb'd ; thy voice, though mourn- 
ful, sooths; 
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And mournful aye are tby most beautcotn lays, 
Like fall of blossoms from the orchard boughs,—- 
The autumn of the spring. Enchanting power ! 
Who, by tby airy spell, canst whirl the mind 
Far from the busy haunts of men, to vales 
Where Tweed or Yarrow flows ; or, spuming time, 
Recall red Flodden field ; or suddenly 
Transport, with altered strain, the deafen'd ear 
To Linden's plain !— But what the pastoral lay. 
The melting dirge, the battle's tru^pet-peal. 
Compared to notes with sacred numbers link*d 
In union, solemn, grand ! O then the spirit 
Upborne on pinions of celestial sound, 
Soars to the throne of God, and ravishM hears 
Ten thousand times ten thousand voices rise 
In halleluias ;— voices, that erewhile 
Were feebly tuned perhaps to low-breathed hymns 
Of solace in the chambers of the poor,-— 
The Sabbath worship of the friendless sick. 

Blest be the female votaries, whose days 
Ko Sabbath of their pious labours prove, . 
Whose lives are consecrated to the toil 
Of minist'ring around the uncurtained couch 
Of pain and poverty ! Blest be the hands, 
The lovely hands, (for beauty, youth, and graces 
Are oft conceard by Pity's closest veil). 
That mix the cup n^edicinal, that bind 
Hie wounds which ruthless warfare and disease 
Have to the loathsome lazar- house consigned. 

Fierce Superstition of the mitred king ! 
Almost I could forget thy torch and stake, 
When I this blessed sisterhood survey, — 
Compassion's priestesses, disciples true 
Of him whose touch was health, whose single 

word 
Electrified with life the palsied arm,— 
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Of bitd who said. Take up ikjf bed and waUc,^^ 
Of him who cried to Lazarus, Come forth, 

. And he who cried to Lazarus, Come forth f 
WUf, when the Sabbath of the tomb is past. 
Call forth the dead, and re-unite the dust 
(Transform*d and purified) to angel souls. 
Ecstatic hope ! belief I conviction firm ! 
How grateful *tis to recollect the time 
When hope arose to faith ! Faintly at first 
The heavenly voice is heard ; then, by degrees. 
Its music sounds perpetual in the heart. 
Thus he, who all the gloomy winter long 
Has dwelt in city crowds, wandering afield 
Betimes on Sabbath mom, ere yet the spring 
Unfold the daisy's, bud, delighted hears 
The first lark's note, faint yet, and short the song, 
CbeckM by the chill ungenial northern breeze ; 
But, as the sun ascends, another springs, 
And still another soars on loftier wing. 
Till all overhead, the joyous choir unseen. 
Poised welkin h%h, harmonious fills the air, 
As if it were ajink 'tween earth and heaven. 



SABBATH WALKS. 



A SPRING SABBATH WALK. 

Mo0T earnest was his voice ! most mild his look, 
As with raised hands be bless'd his parting, flock. 
He is a faithful pastor of the poor ;— 
He thinks not of himself; hb Master's words. 
Feed, feed my sheep, * are ever at his heart. 
The cross of Christ is aye before his eyes. » 
O, how I love, with melted soul, to leave 
The bouse of prayer, and wander in the fields 
Alone ! What though the opening spring be chill ! 
Although the lark, checked in his airy path 
£ke out his song, perch 'd on 4he fallow clod. 
That still o'ertops the blade ! Although no branch 



« <* So when he had dined, Jesus saith to Simon Peter, 
Simon, son of Jonai, lovest thou me more than these ? He 
saith unto him. Yea, Lord, thou knowest that I love thee. 
He saith unto him. Feed my lambs. He saith to him 
again the second time. Shnon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me ? 
He saith unto him. Yea, Lord, thou knowest that I love 
thee He saith unto him, Feed my sheep. He saith unto 
him the third time, Simon, son of Jooas, lovest thou me ? 
Pieter was grieved, because he said imto him the third time, 
Lovest thou me? And he sidd unto him. Lord, thou 
knowest all things, thou knowest that I love thee. Jesus 
saith unto him, feed my sheep.'* John xxi. 15^17. 
C3 
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Have spread its foliage, save the willow waod 
That dips its pale leaves in the swollen stream ! 
What though the clouds oft lower ! Their threats 

but end 
Jn sunny showers, that scarcely fill the folds 
Of moss-couch*d violet, or interrupt 
The merle's dulcet pipe,— melodious bird ! 
He, hid behind the milk-white slow.thom spray, 
(Whose early flowers anticipate the leaf). 
Welcomes the time of buds, the infant year. 

Sweet is the sunny nook, to which my steps 
Have brought me, hardly conscious where I roam'd, 
Unheeding where,— so lovely all around 
The works of God, array'd in vernal smile. 

Oft at this season, musing, I prolong 
My devious ranges till, sunk from view, the sun - 
Emblate, with upward-slanting ray, the breast* 
And wing unquivering of the wheeling lark, 
Descending, vocal, from her latest flight ; 
While, disregardful of yon lonely star,-*— 
The hai<binger of chill night's glittering hos^«— 
Sweet Eed-breast, Scotia's Philomela, chaunts. 
In desultory strains, his evening hymn. 



A SUMMER SABBATH WALK. 

DxuoHTFUL is this loneliness ; it calms 
My heart : pleasant the cool beneath these elnu^ 
That throw across the stream a moveless shade. 
Here nature in her midnoon whisper speaks : 
How peaceful every sound ! — the ring-dove's plaint, 
. Moan'd from the twilight centre of the grove^ 
While every other woodland lay is mute^ 
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Save ivh^n the wren flits from her down-coved nest. 
And from the root-sprig trills her ditty clear,— 
The .grasshopper's oft-pausing chirp,— the buzz, 
Angrily shrill, of moss-entangled bee, 
That^ soon as loosed, booms with full twang away,— 
The sudden rushing of the minnow shoal, 
Scared from the shallows by my passing tread. 
Dimplirig the water glides, with here and there 
A glossy fly, skimming in circlets gay 
The treacherous surface, while the quick-eyed trout 
Watches his time to spring ; or, from above, 
Sonae feadier'd dam, purveying midst the boughs, 
Darts from her perch, and to her plumeless brood 
Bears off the prize:— Sad emblem of man's lot! 
He, giddy insect, from his native leaf, 
(Where safe and happily he might have lurk'd). 
Elate upon ambition's gaudy wings, 
Forgetful of his origin, and, worse* 
Unthinking of his end, flies to the stream ; 
And if from hostile vigilance he *scape. 
Buoyant he flutters but a little while, 
Mistakes th' inverted image of the sky 
For heaven itself, and, sinking, meets his fate. 
Now let me trace the stream up to its source 
Among the hills; its runnel by degrees 
Diminishing, the murmur turns a tinkle. 
Closer and closer still the banks approach. 
Tangled so thick with pleaching bramble shoots, 
With brier, and hazel branch, and hawthorn spray. 
That, fain to quit the dingle, glad I mount 
Intathe open air: Grateful the breeze 
That fans my throbbing temples ! smiles the plain 
Spread wide below : how sweet the placid view ! 
But, O ! more sweet the thought, heart-soothing 

thought, 
That thousands, and ten thousands of the sons 
Of toil, partake this day the common joy 
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Of rest, of peace, of viewing hill and dale, 
Of breathing in the silence of the woods. 
And blessing Him who gave the Sabbath day. 
Yes, my heart flutters with a freer throb, 
To think thisit now the townsman wanders forth 
Among the fields and meadows, to enjoy 
The coolness of the day's decline ; to see 
His children sport around, and simply pull 
Th6 flower and weed promiscuous^ as a boon. 
Which proudly in his breast tb^ smiling fix. 

Again I turn me to the hill, and trace 
The wizard stream, now scarce to be discem'd ; 
Woodless its banks, but green with ferny leavesy 
And ihinly strew*d with heath-bells up and down. 

Now, when the downward sun has left the glens, 
Each mountain's rugged lineaments are traced 
Upon the adverse slope, where stalks gigantic 
The shepherd's shadow thrown athwart the chasm, 
As on the topmost ridge he homeward hies. 
How deep the hush ! the torrent's channel, dry. 
Presents a stony steep, the echo's haunt. 
But, hark, a plaintive sound floating along ! 
'Tis from yon heath-rooTd shidin; now it dies 
Away, now rises full ; it is the song 
Which He,—- who listens to the halleluiahs 
Of choiring Seraphim, — delights to bear ; 
It is the music of ihe heart, the voice 
Of venerable age, — of guileless youth. 
In kindly circle seated on the ground 
Before their wicker door^ Behold the man ! 
The grandsire and the saint ; his silvery locks 
Beam in the parting ray : before him lies, 
Upon the smooth cropt sward, the open book. 
His comfort, stay, and ever new delight ! 
While, heedless, at his side, the lisping boy 
Fondles the lamb that nightly shares his coudi. 
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AN AUTUMN SABBATH WALK. 

Whxn homeward bands their several ways disperse, 
I love to linger in the narrow field 
Of rest ; to wander round from tomb to tomb, 
And think of some who silent sleep below. 
Sad sighs the wind, that from those ancient elms 
Shakes showers of leaves upon the wtther*d grass : 
The sere and yellow wreaths, with eddying sweep, 
Fill up the furrows 'tween the hillock'd graves. 
But list that moan ! *tis the poor blind man's dog, 
His guide for many a day, now come to mourn 
The master and the friend—conjunction rare ! 
A man indeed he was of gentle soul, 
Though bred to brave the deep : the lightning's flash 
Had dimm'd, not closed, his mild, but sightless eyes. 
He was a welcome guest through all his range ; 
(It was not wide:) no dog would bay at him ; 
Children would run to meet him on his way, 
And lead him to a sunny seat, and climb 
His knee, and wonder at his of t^ told tales. 
Then would he teach the elfins how to plait 
The rushy cap and crown, or sedgy ship ; 
And I have seen him lay his tremulous hand 
Upon their heads, while silent moved his lips. 
Peace to thy spirit ! that now looks on me 
Perhaps with greater pity than I felt 
To see thee wandering darkling on thy way. 

But let me quit this melancholy spot. 
And roaim where nature gives a parting smile. 
As yet the blue-bells linger on the sod 
That copes the sheepfold ring ; and in the woods 
A second blow of many flowers appears; 
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Flowers faintly tinged, and breathing no perfume. 
But fruits, not blossoms, form the woodland wreath 
That circles Autumn's brow : The ruddy haws 
Now clothe the half-leaved thorn; the bramble 

bends 
Beneath its jetty load; the hazel hangs 
With auburn branches, dipping in the stream 
That sweeps along, and threatens to o*erflow 
The leaf.6trewn banks : Oft, statue-like, I gase. 
In vacancy of thought, upon that stream. 
And chase, with dreaming eye, the eddying foam ; 
Or rowan's clustered branch, or harvest sheaf. 
Borne rapidly adown the dizzying flood. 



A WINTER SABBATH WALK. 

How dazzling white the snowy scene ! deep, deep, 
The stillness of the winter Sabbath day,— 
Not even a foot-fall heard.— ^Smooth are the fields, 
Each hollow pathway level with the plain : 
Hid are the bushes, save that, here and there, 
Are seen the topmost shoots of brier or broom. 
High-ridged, the whirled drift has almost readi'd 
The powder'd key-stone of the church-yard porch. 
Mute hangs the hooded bell ; the tombs lie buried ; 
No step approaches to tlie house of prayer. 

The flickering fall is o*er ; the clouds disperse^ 
And shew the sun, hung o'er the welkin's verges 
Shooting a bright but inefleetual beam 
On all the sparkling waste. Now is the time 
To visit nature in her grand attire ; 
Though perilous the mountainous ascent, 
A noble recompense the danger brings. 
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How beautiful the plain stretch'd far below ! 



Unyaried though it be, save by yon i 
With azure windings, or the leafless wood. 
But what the beauty of the plain, compared 
To that sublimity which rei^s enthroned. 
Holding joint rule with solitude divine, 
Among yon rocky fells, that bid defiance 
To steps the most adventurously bold ! 
There silence dwells profound ; or if the cry 
Of high.poised eagle break at times the calm. 
The mantled echoes no response return. 

But let me now explore the deep sunk dell. 
No foot^print, save the covey*s or the flock's, 
Is seen along the rill, where marshy springs 
Still rear the grassy bhide of vivid green. 
Beware, ye shepherds, of these treacherous haunts. 
Nor linger there too long : the wintry day 
Soon closes ; and full oft a heavier fall, 
Heap'd by the blast, fills up the sheltered glen. 
While, gurgling deep below, the burled rill 
Mines for itself a soow-coyed way. O ! then, 
Your helpless charge drive from the tempting spot, 
And keep them on the bleak hilPs stormy side. 
Where night-winds sweep the gathering drift 

away :«— 
So the great Shepherd leads the heavenly flock 
From faithless pleasures, full into the storms 
Of life, where long they bear the bitter blast, 
Until at length the vernal sun looks forth, 
Bedimm'd with showers: Then to the. pastures 

green 
He brings them, where tlie quiet waters glide, 
The streams of , life, the Siioah of tlie sou). 
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THE FIRST SABBATH. 

Six days the heavenly host, in circle yaat. 
Like that untouching cincture which ensonea. 
The globe of Saturn, compass'd ivide this orb, 
And with the forming mass Boated along. 
In rapid course, through yet untraveird space, 
Beholding God*s stupendous powec>— a world 
Bursting from Chaos at the omnific will, 
And perfect ere the sixth day*s evening star 
On Paradise arose. Blessed that eve ! 
The Sabbath*8 harbinger, when, all complete, 
In freshest beauty from Jxhotah's hand, 
Creation bloom'd ; when Eden's twilight face 
Smiled like a sleeping babe. The voice divine 
A holy calm breathed o'er the goodly work ; 
Mildly the sun, upon the loftiest trees, 
Shed mellowly a sloping beam. Peace reign'd. 
And love, and gratitude ; the human pair 
Their orisons pour'd forth ; love, concord, reigned. 
The falcon, perch'd upon the blooming bough 
With Philomela, listen'd to her lay ; 
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Among the antler*d herd, the tiger coucfa'd 
HannlesB ; the lion's mane no terror spread 
Among the careless ruminating flock. 
Silence was o*er the deep ; the noiseless surge, 
The last subsiding wave, — of that dread tumult 
Which raged, when Ocean, at the mute command, 
Rush*d furiously into his new-clefb bed,-— 
Was gently rippling on the pebbled shore ; 
While, on the swell, the sea-bird with her head 
Wing-veird, slept tranquilly. The host of heaven, 
Entranced in new delight, speechless adored ; 
Nor stopp'd their fleet career, nor changed their form 
Encircular, till on that hemisphere,—- 
In which the blissful garden sweet exhaled 
Its incense^ odorous clouds,— ^the Sabbath dawn 
Arose ; then wide the flying circle oped, 
And soar'd, in semblance of a mightyipiinbow. 
Silent ascend the choirs of Seraphim ; 
No harp resounds, mute is each voice ; the burst 
Of joy and praise reluctant they repress,— . 
For love and concord all things so attuned 
To hannony, that Earth must have received 
The grand vibration, and to the centre shook : 
But soon as to the starry altitudes 
They reach*d, then what a storm of sound, tre- 
mendous, 
Swell*d through the realms of space ! The morn- 
ing stars 
Together sang, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy ! Loud was the peal ; so loud 
As would have quite o*erwhelm*d the human 

sense; 
But to the earth it came a gentle strain. 
Like softest fall breathed from ^olian lute. 
When *mid the chords the evening gale expires. 
Day of the Lord ! creation's hallow'd close ! 
Day of the Lord! (prophetical they taDg)i 
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Benignant mitigation of that doom 

Which must, ere long, consign the fallen lace. 

Dwellers in yonder star, to toil and woe ! 



THE FINDING OF MOSES. 

Slow glides the Nile : amid the margin flags, 
Closed in a bulrush' ark, the babe is left,-i- 
Left by a mother's hand. His sister waits 
Far off; and pale, 'tween hope and fear, beholds 
The royal maid, surrounded by her train, 
Approach the river bank,— approach the spot 
Where Aeejf the innocent: She sees them stoop 
With meeting plumes ; the rushy lid is oped. 
And wakes the infant, smiling in his tears, 
As when along a little mountain lake 
The summer south- wind breathes, with gentle sigh, 
And parts the reeds, unveiling, as they bend, 
A water*]ily floating on the wave. 



JACOB AND PHARAOH. 

Pharaoh upon a gorgeous throne of state 
Was seated ; while around him stood submiss 
His servants, watchful of his lofty looks. 
The Patriarch enters, leaning on the arm 
Of Benjamin. Unmoved by all the glare 
Of royalty, he scarcely throws a glance 
Upon the pageant show ; for from his youth. 
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A shepherd's life be led, and view'd eech ni^t 
The fltany host ; and still, where'er he went, 
He felt himself in presence of the Lord. 
His eye is bent on Josepb, him pursues. 
Sudden the king descends ; and, bending, kneels 
Before the aged roan, and supplicates 
A blessing from his lips ! The aged man * 
Lays on ^e ground his staff, and stretching forth 
His tremulous hand o'er Pharaoh's uncrown'd 

head. 
Prays that the Lord would bless him and his land. 



JEPHTHA S VOW.i|i 

FaoK conquest Jepbtba came, with faltering step 
And troubled eye : His home appears in view ; 
He trembles at the sight. Sad be forbodes,— 
His TOW will meet a victim in his child : 
For well be knows, that, from her earliest years, 
She still was first to meet his homeward steps : 
Wdl he remembers, how, with tottering gait. 
She ran, and dasp'd bis knees, and lisp'd, and 

look'd 
Her joy; and how, when garlanding with flowers 
His h^m, fearful, her infant hand would shrink 
Bade from the lion couch'd beneath the crest - 
What soCknd is that, which, from the palm-tree 

grwe, 
Floita now with choral swell, now fainter falls 
Upon the ear ? It is, it is the song 
He loved to hear,—* song of thanks and praise^ 
Song by the patriarch for his ransom'd son. 
Hope from the omen springs : O, blessed hope ! 
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It may not be her voice !— Fain would he diiiik 
'Twas not his daughter's voice that still approacb*d. 
Blent with the timbrers note. Forth from the 

grove 
She foremost glides of all the minstrel band : 
Moveless he stands ; then grasps his hilt, still red 
With hostile gore, but, shuddering, quits the hold; 
And clasps in agony his hands, and cries, 
** Alas, my daughter ! tliou hast brought me low."— 
The timbrel at her rooted feet resounds. 



SAUL AND DAVID. 

Deep was the furrow in the royal brow, 
When David's hand, lightly as vernal gales 
Rippling the brook of Kedron, skimm'd the lyre: 
He sung of Jacob's youngest born,— 'the child 
Of his old age,-«-sold to the Ishmaelite ; 
His exaltation to the second power 
In Pharaoh's realm ; his brethren thither sent ; 
Suppliant they stood before his face, well known. 
Unknowing,— till Joseph fell upon the neck 
Of Benjamin, his mother's son, and wept 
Unconsciously the warlike shepherd paused ; 
But when he saw, down the yet quivering string. 
The tear-drop trembling glide, abash'd, he chedc'd, 
Indignant at himself, the bursting flood, 
And, with a sweep impetuous, struck the chords : 
From side to side his hands transversely glance. 
Like lightning 'thwart a stormy sea ; his voice 
Arises 'mid the clang, and straightway cahna 
Th' harmonious tempest, to a solemn swell 
Majestical, triumphant ; for he sings 
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Of Anid's mighty host by Isners arm 
Subdued ; of Israel through the desert led, 
He sings; of him who was their leader, called 
By God himself, from keeping Jethro*s flock, 
To be a ruler o'er the chosen race. 
Kindles the eye of Saul ; his arm is poised ; — 
HarmleBS the javelin quivers in the wall. 



ELIJAH FED BY RAVENS. 

Soke was the famine throughout all the bounds 
Of Israel, when £lijah, by command 
Of God, journeyed to Cherith*s failing brook. 
No rain-drops fall, no dew-iraught cloud, at mom 
Or closing eve, creeps slowly up the yale ; 
The withering herbi^e dies ; among the palms 
The shriveird leaves send to the summer gale 
Au autumn rustle ; no sweet songster's lay 
Is warbled from the branches ; scarce is heard 
Hie rill's faint brawl. The prophet looks around, 
And trusts in God, and lays his silver'd head 
Upon the flowerless bank ; serene he sleeps, 
Nor wakes till dawning : then with hands enclasp'd. 
And heavenward face, and eye-lids closed, he prays 
To Him who manna on the desert shower'd, 
To Him who from the rock made fountains gush : 
Entranced the man of God remains; till ropsed 
By sound of wheeling wings, with grateful heart. 
He sees the ravens fearless by his side 
Alight, and leave the heaven.provided food. 
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THB BIRTH OF JESUS AHNQUNCED. 

Deep was the midnight silence in the fidds 

Of Bethlehem; hash*d the folds; save that at 



Was heard the lamb's faint bleat : the shepherds, 

stretch*d 
On the green sward, survey'd the starry vault. 
The heavens dedare the g/ory o/ihe Lord, 
The firmament shews forth thy handy^work : 
Thus they, their hearts attuned to the Most High— 
When suddenly a splendid cloud appeared. 
As if a portion of the milky way 
Descended slowly in the spiral course^ 
Near and more near it draws ; then, hovering, floats 
High as the soar of eagle, shedding bright, 
Upon the folded flocks, a heavenly radiance^ 
From whence was utter*d loud, yet sweet, a voioe,—. 
Fear not, J bring good tidings of great joy ; 
For unto you is bom this day a Saviour / 
And this shall be a «%n to you,^^he babe. 
Laid lowly in a manger, ye shall find.^^ 
The angel spake ; when, lo ! upon the cloud, 
A multitude of Seraphim, enthroned. 
Sang praises, saying, — Glory to the Lord 
On high ; on earth be peace, good will to men. 
With sweet response harmoniously they choir'd, 
And while, with heavenly harmony, the song 
Arose to God, more bright the buoyant dirone 
Illumed the land : the prowling lion stops, 
Awe-struck, with mane uprear'd, and flittten*d 

head; 
And, without turning, backward on his steps 
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Recoilfl, aghast, into the desert gloom. 
A trembling joy the astonished shepherds prove. 
As heavenward reascends the vocal blaze 
Tiiumidiantly ; while by degrees the strain 
Dies on the ear, that, self-deluded, listens— 
As if a sound so sweet could never die. 



BEHOLD MY MOTHBR AND MY 
BRETHREN. 

Who if my mother, or my bretKren ? 
He spake, and look'd on them who sat around, 
With a meek smile of pity blent with love, 
More melting than e*ergleam*d from human face,— - 
As vrhen a sun-beam, through a summer shower. 
Shines mildly on a little hill-side flock ; 
And with that look of love he said, Behold 
My mother and my brethren ; for I say, 
That whosoe'er shall do the will of God, 
He is my brother, sister, mother, all. 



BARTIMEUS RESTORED TO SIGHT. 

BuMD, poor, and helpless Bartimeus sat, 
listening the foot of the wayfaring man, 
Still hoping that the next, and sUllthe next. 
Would put an alms into his trenabling hand. 
He thinks he hears the coming breese faint rustle 
AmoDg the sycamores ; it b the tread 
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Of thousand steps ; it is the hmn of tongues 
Innumoiible : But when the sighting man 
Heard that the Nasarene wa» passing by. 
He cried, and said, — « Jxsus, thou Son of DaTid, 
Have mercy upon me !'* and, when rebuked, 
He cried the more, " Have mercy upon me !*'— 
Thy faith hath made thee whole, so Jesus spake, 
And straight the blind beheld the face of Godi 



LITTLE CHILDREN BROITGHT TO JESUS. 

SoFFXR that iUtle children come to me. 
Forbid them not, Imbolden*d by his words. 
The mothers onward press ; but finding vain 
Th* attempt to reach the Loitl, they trust their 

babes 
To strangers* hands : The innocents alarm*d 
Amid the throng of faces all unknown, 
Shrink, trembliog^— till their wandering eyes dis- 
cern 
The countenance of Jesus, beaming love 
And pity ; eager then they stretch their arms. 
And, cow*ring, lay their heads upon his breast. 



JESUS CALMS THE TEMPEST. 

The roaring tumult of the billow*d sea 
Awakes him not : high on the crested surge 
Now heaved, bia locks flow streamiog in the blast, 
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And now, descending 'tween the sbeltering waves, 
rbe falling tresses Teil the face divine : 
Meek through that veil, a momentary gleam 
Benignant fi]iines ; he dreams that he beholds 
The openiog eyes, — that long hopeless had rolVd 
In darkness,— look around bedimm*d with tears 
Of joy ; but suddenly the voice of fear 
Dispeird the happy vision : Avrful he rose, 
Rebuked the wind, and said unto the sea. 
Peace, be thou stiii / and straight there was a calm. 
With terror-mingled gladness in their looks, 
The mariners exclaim, — Whai man it this. 
That eoen the vrind and sea obey hie voice / 



JESUS WALKS ON THE SEA, AND CALMS 
THE STORM. 

Loud blew the storm of night ; the thirarting surge 
Dash*d, boiling on the labouring bark : dismay, 
From face to face reflected, sprcaid around :— 
When, lo ! upon a towering wave is seen 
The semblance of a foamy wreath, upright, 
Move onward to the ship : The helmsman starts, 
And quits his hold ; the voyagers, appall'd. 
Shrink from the fancied Spirit of the Flood : 
But when the voice of Jesus with the storm - 
Soft mingled. It it /, be not afraid ; 
Fear fled, and joy lightened from eye to eye. 
Up lie ascends, and, from the rolling side. 
Surveys the tumult of the sea and sky 
With transient look severe : the tempest, awed, 
Sinks to a sudden calm ; the clouds disperse ; 
The mooii- beam trembles on the face divine, 
Reflected mildly in the unruflled deep. 
D 
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THE DUMB CURED. 

His eyes upaifted, and his bands close clasp'd. 
The dumh man, wUh a supplicating look, 
Turn'ii m the Lotd pass'd by : Jesus beheld, 
And on him bent a jMtying look, and spake : 
.His moling lips are by the suppliant seen. 
And the last actents <tf the healing sentence 
King in tbat ear which never Jieard before. 
Prostrate the man restored falls to the earth. 
And uses Brst the gift, the gift sublime 
Of speech, in giving thanks to him, whose voice 
Was never utter'd but in doing good. 



THE DEATH OF JB8U8. 

*Tis finished: he spake the words, and bow'd 
His head, and dicd.<-->Bebolding him far off,. 
They who had ministerM unto him hope 
* lis his last agony : The Temple's vail 
Is rent; reveiding the mostiioly place^ 
Wherein the cherubim their wings extend, 
0*ersbadowing the mercy-seat of Ciffld, 
Appaird, the leaning soldier feek the cpear 
Shake in his grasp \ therplanted standard falls 
Upon the heaving ground ; the sun is dimm*d, 
And darkness shrouds the body of the Lord. 
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THK RBSURAECTIOy. 

Ths 8«tUog orb of night her level ray 
Shed o*er the land, and on the dewy sward 
The lengthened shadows of the triple cross 
Were laid far-fitretch*dy— when in the east uw9f 
Xjast of the stars, day's harbinger : No sound 
Was heard, save of the watching soldier's foot : 
Within the rook-barr*d sepulchre, the gloom 
Of deepest naidnjgbt brooded o'er the deac^. 
The Holy One : but, lo ! a radiance farot 
Began to dawn around his sacred brow * 
The linen vesture seem'd a snowy wreath, 
Drifted by storms into a mountain cave : 
Bright and more bright, the circling halo beam'd 
Upon that face, clothed in a smile benign. 
Though yet exanimate. Nor long the reign 
Of death ; the eyes that wept for human grieh 
Unclose, and look around with conscious joy. 
Yes; with Returning life, the first emotion 
That glow'd in Jesus* breast of love was joy 
At man's redemption, now complete ; at death 
Disarm'd ; the grave transform'd into the couch 
Of faith ; the resurrection and the life. 
Majestical he rose : trembled the earth ; 
The ponderous gate of stone was roU'd -away ; 
The keepers fell ; the angel, awe-struck, sunk 
Into invisibility, while forth 
The Saviour of the world walk'd, and stood 
Before the sepulchre, and.view'd the clouds 
'Empurpled glorious by the rising sun. 
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JESUS APPEARS TO THE DISCIPLES. 

Th* evening of that day, Which saw the Ijord 
Rise fW>ni the chambers of the dead, was come. 
His faitbftil fdlowers, assembled, sang 
A hymn, low-breathed ; a hymn of sorrow, blent 
With hope ; when, in the midst, sudden he stood. 
The awe-struck circle backward shrink; he looks 
Around with a benignant smile of love, 
And says, Peace be unto you : Faith and Joy 
Spread o*er each face, amazed ; as when the moon, 
Pavilion'd in dark cfouds^ mildly comes forth. 
Silvering a circlet in the fleecy ranks. 



PAUL ACCUSED BEFORE THE TRIBUNM 
OF THE AREOPAGUS. 

LiSTXM that voice ! upon the hill of Mars, 
Rolling in bolder thunders than e*er peaVd 
From lips that shook the Macedonian throne; 
Behold his dauntless outstretched arm, his &ce 
Illumed of Heaven : — lie knowetb not the fear 
Of man, of principalities, of powers. 
The Stoic*s moveless frown ; the vacant stare 
Of Epicurus* herd ; the scowl and gnash malign 
Of Superstition, stopping both her tors ; 
The Areopagite tribunal dread, 
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From whence the tlooiii of Socrates was uttered ;— ' 
This hostile throng dkinays him not; l>e seems 
As if DO worldly o})ject could inspire 
A terror in fats eo\A ; as if the vision, 
"Which, when he journeyed to Damascus, shone 
From l^eaven, still swam before his eyes, 
Out-dazzling all things earthly ; as if the voice, 
That spake from out the effulgence, ever rang 
Within his ear, inspiring him with words, 
Burning, majestic, lofty, as his theme,— 
The resurrection, and the life to <?ome. 



PAUL ACCUSED BEFORE THE ROMAN 
GOVERNOR OF JUDEA. 

Thk Judge ascended to the judgment-seat ; 
Amid a gleam of spears the Apostle stood. 
Dauntle&s he forward came, and look'd around, 
And raised his voice, at first in accents low. 
Yet clear ; a whisper spread among the throng :— . 
So when the thunder mutters, still the breeze 
Is beard, at times, to sigh ; but when the peal 
Tremendous, louder rolls, a silence dead 
Succeeds each pause,— moveless the aspen leaf. 
Thus fix*d and motionlcsis, the listening band 
Of soldiers forward lean*d, as from the man 
Inspired of God, truth's awful thunders roll'd. 
Ko more be feels, upon his high. raised arm, 
The ponderous chain, than does the playful child 
Hie bracelet, form*d of many a flowery link. 
Heedless of self, forgetful that his life 
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IsjiOir to be defended bjr his words^ 
He Anly thioka of doing gpod to tbem 
* Who seek his life ; and while he reasone higb 
Of justice, tempennce, and the Wteia eomt. 
The Jcidge shrinks trembling at the prisoner's' 
▼Dice. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



FABsAPHRASB. 



Who healelh aU thy diteaset ; who redeemeth thy life 
from destruction ; who crowneth thee with loving 
kindness and tender mercies, — Psalm dii. 3, 4. 

Thksi eyes, that were half-oloscd ia death. 

Now dare the noontide blaze ; 
My Toiee, Idat scarce could speak my wants, 

Now hymns Jebovah*s praise. 

How pleasant to my feet, unused^ 

To tread the daisied ground ! 
How sweet to my nowonted ear 

The stieaadet's lulling sound ! 

How soft the (bst bseadi ol the brecse 

Thaton my temples play*d! 
How swe«« the woodland cremng song, 

Full fluattBg down die gWe ! > 
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But sweeter far the lark that fsoars 
Through morning's blushing ray ; 

For then unseen, unheard, I join 
His lonely heavenward lay. 

And sweeter still that infant voice, 
With all its artless charms ; — 

*Twa8 such as he that Jesus took, 
And cherished in his arms. 

O Lord niy God ! all these delights 

I to thy mercy owe ; 
For thou hast raised me from the coudi 

Of sickness, pain, and woe. 

*Twas thou that from the whelming wave 

My sinking soul rede«m*d ; 
*Twas thou that o*er desti^ttUott*s storm 

A calming radiance beam*d. 



^er an Absence of Sixteen Yean. 

Yon setting sun, that slowly disappears, 

Gleams a memento of departed years : 

Ay, many a year is gone, and many a friend, 

Since here I saw the autumn sun descend. 

Ah ! one is gone, whose hand was lock'd in mine, 

In this, that traces now the sorrowing line : 

And now alone I scan the mouldering tomb^ 

Alone I wander through the vaulted gliooms, 

And list, as if the echoes might retain 

One lingering cadence of her varied Miain. 



Heard mnufAi 4odm io • whiapcfs <li4 ««liy ^ ' 
I mark'd the tear presageful fi]l her eye, 
And quivering spoik,— >I am resign'd to die. 
Ye stars, that through the fretted windows shed 
A glimmering beam athwart the mighty dead. 
Say to what sphere her sainted spirit flew. 
That thither I may turn my longing view. 
And Irish, and hope, aoBa9,tjeActHMn0H%.o*eti 
To join a long IqiM^ fiif^c^^ p«rt no more. 



THB VfiLD DUCK AMD HSil »H43iO(W 

How calm that little lake ! noibrtath'/of wind 
Sighs through the^ reeds; a clear abyss it aeems, 
Held. in the concaveof tin iaverted aky^*^ 
In which is seen the rook^s dull flagging wing 
Move o'er the silvery douds. . How.peaoAfol ^Is 
Ton little fleet, tbe^Hd duck and her brood i 
Fearless of harm, they row their easy way; 
The vrater4ily, 'neafh the plumy pnm% 
Dips, re-appearing in their dimpled tnwk. 
Tet, even aknid that soene of peace, tho-aoise 
Of war, unequal, dastard war, intnide& 
YoB nvel routiof men, and boyf, and dogi^ 
Boisterous approach ; the spaniel dashes in ; 
Quick he descries the prey ; and fiutev swima^ 
And eager barks ; theibarmlesa fladc, disaiay\i| 
Hasten to gain the f hickest grove of reed% . 
All but the parent pair.; tb^, floating, wait 
To lore tbf foe> and lead him from their yoottj^ ; 
But soon themselvea are fonsed to seek the shore. 
Vain then' the buqyant wing ;. the leadtn Hocto 
D3 
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By penury compelFd*; yichHifg wi last; 

He laid hiradownleiKe; ba^lingamg'im 

From dsf to day, be fraii» hib irickJbed saw. 

Heart-broken qvdtei ttb c&iUkian'a lobks af waM 

Veil'd in a clottdlsd soiHc-. filatj he heard 

The elder liapiogly attempt to still 

The youoger^a plaiflt^^^-langoid iwMiMhialicadi 

And thought &e •^t oonld iaikf but tunki 

Into the armaef IJeath, thvpobnaniiDVArieii^ 

The coffin ia bonie ottt ;: tliehiimUe'pdmfp 
Moves slowly on ; the orphan mourner's hand 
(Poor helpless child ■) just reaches to the pall. 
And now they pass into the field of graves, 
And now around the narrow house they stand, 
And vlb«ri tbeCp&ittUlifck Mhi4 Mk fifiotti tfi« sigfat 
Hollow the^mansioir^f tfee4efdTesouiids, 
As falb each spadeful of the bone-mix*d mould. 
Tke fdrfJs apraad-; vHo^vd^'d iaaacb li«adk^^ 
A last farewell : all turn their several Wajis. 
. WeeivBie! ftovffMBS-ditnnnMeydflitlMtattbiBg 

breast I 
Poof, cbya 1/ dionattbhikett' tit the kiadly hmid 
Tbaft !ii!Dni ta^laad thee heme :: Kd «Miti riMft4and 
Shall aid thy feeble gait, or gently stroke 
Thy sun bharbM ^fead'sJaWt dajwpy cbei^c; ' 
3ttf eo^a ihotfaer wJEtits'thy hofwsward MNipsi;' 
In vain her eye8#if9H>aiiUbe-a«c'tvd:p8g%*^« 
Her'tfcioughtsia»KJn(tbeigt«tct; Nisflfbii alMM^ 
Her first-born child, canst rouse that statue gate 
Of woe profound. Hast» te^the widow'd arms ; 
Look with thy father's look, speak with his voice^ 
And melt a^ie^rljU^at efep. wil}!h^!N^ i«H^ grief. 



TUB THANKS«IVI«6 09F CAPS 
TRAFALGAR. 

UroK Uie high, net gently rolling, w^ve^ 
The floating tomb U»&t be«ves< above tbe bnur«^ 
Soft ngfaft the gul^ ^ that latp (remefldoua roor*d, 
'Whelmiog the pirretched. reipnaAts of tbe sword* 
An^ now the c^rmou^^^ftfiAfy^ tb under calls 
The victor bands to mount their wooden wallsM . 
And from the rapo^rtfit .where their comrades feU, 
The min^^ed strain of j<^ and.g^ief to smrell : 
Fast they ascend,*^ from stem to stern, they &i»eed> 
And crowd, tbe engioes^ whence tbe ligbtoin|^ 

sped: 
Tbe white-robed priest bis npraised hands extends; 
Hush'dis each voice, atteattop ieaoing bends ^ 
Then from each prow the grand hosannas risey 
Float o*f r tbe deep, and hover to tbe skies. 
Heaven fills each heart ; yet Home will oftintnide^ 
And tears of love celestial joys exclude* 
The wounded man» who hears tbe soaring stnun, 
LiAs his pale visage, and forgets his pain ; 
Whil^ parting spirits, ming4iBg with* ibelayy 
Oahall^Mlfflis- wing Ibeir heavenward wiiy. 



1^0 MY SQ^m 



Twice has the sun commenced his annual round, 
Since first thy footsteps totter'd o*er the ground, 
Since first thy tongue was tuned to bless mine ear. 
By faltering out tbe name to fathers dear. 
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O ! Nature's language, with her looks combined, 
More precious far than periods thrice refined ! 

! sportive looks of love, devoid of guile, 

1 prizes you mora than Beauty's magic smile; 
Yes, in that face, uncontpious of its charm, 

I gaze with bliss unmingled with alarm. 
Ah, no ! full oft a boding horror flie^ 
Athwart my fancy^ uttering fateful cries. 
Almighty Power ! his harmless life defend. 
And if we part, 'gainst me the mandate send. 
And yet a wish will rise^^^wOtfid I might lire, 
Till aidded years his menftfry firmness give ! 
For, O ! it would a joy in death impart, 
To think I still suKvived within his heart ; 
To think he'll ant» midway the vale of years, 
A retrospective took, bedfmm'd "with tears 7 
And tell, regretful, how I look'd and spoke ; 
MThat walks I loved ; where grew my favourke oak; 
How gently I would lead him by the band; 
How gently use the accent of command ; 
WhSt lore I taught him, roaming wood and wild, 
And how the man descended to the obild ; 
How well I loved with him, en Sabbath morii, 
^ To hear the anthem of the vocal thorn ; 
To teach religion, unallied to strife, 
And trace to him the way, the truth, the Hfti 

But, far and fkrther still my view I bend,<«-- 
And now I see a child thy steps attend ; — 
To yonder churchyard- widl thou takest thy way. 
While round thee, pleased, thou sce'st the ii^ant 

play; 
Then lifting him, while tears suffuse thine eyes. 
Pointing, thou teirsthiro, There thy grandsire lies / 



NOTES. 



That tbe religious obfermiioe of one day in §evea wai a 
point of main Impoxtanoe under tbe Jewish and Christian 
dispensations, ii evident, finom tbe very strong terms in wlddk 
the law eommandihg its observance Is couched ; from the 
anxious repetitions of that hiw, tbe Judgments which the 
propheto denounced against its violation, the fulfilment of 
these denunciations, the strict observance of tbe s»iW I>«th 
during the best times of the Jewish polity ; and its obser. 
vance by Christ, the aposties, and the primitive Christians. 
What is more materia),— that the Sabbath was instituted, not 
as a mere ritual observance^ but as an essential article of 
moral duty, is proved by this consideration, that one of the 
objecU of the mstitution was— the amelioration of the lot of 
the laborious part of the creation, animals as well as men.— 
But the spirit of this admirable institution will be best illus- 
trated, by bringing into one view some of those passages of 
scripture, whether preceptive, prophetic, or historical, in 
which the Sabbath is mentioned. 

** Keep the Sabbath day, to sanctify it, as the Lord thy God 
hath commanded thee. Six days shalt thou labour, and do 
all thy work. But the seventh day is the Sabbath of the 
Lord thy Ood : in it thou shalt not do any work, thou, nor 
thy scm, nor thy daughter, nor thy man-servant, nor thy 
makLaervant, nor thine ox, nor thine ass, nor any of thy 
cattle, nor the stranger that is within thy gates; that thy 
man-tervant and thy maidservant may rest as voell as tkom. 
And remember that thou wast a servant in the land of Egypt, 
and that the IiOrd thy Ood brought thee out thence through 
a mighty hand, and by an outstretched arm ; therefore the 
Lord thy God commanded tbee to keep the Sal)bath day." 
Deut V. 18—15. 

** Ye shall keep my Sabbaths, and reverence my sanctuary; 
I am tbe Lord.*' Lev.xix.SO. 

** Six davs shall work be done ; but the seventh day is the 
Sabbath of rest, an holy convocation : ye shall do no work 
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therein ; itis tbe Sabbath of the Lord in all your dwemngB.** 
lev. xxiii. 5. 

<« Six days «halt thou do thy work, and on the aeventh day 
thou Shalt rest, thai thine ot and thine ass num rest, and the 
wncfthji handmaid and the stranger map be r^freskoiP 
Ezod. xxii. 12. 

«( Also tiie sons of the stranger that join themselves to the 
Lord, to serve him, and to love the name of tbe Lord, to be 
his servants, every one that keepeth the Sabbath from pol- 
luting it, and taketh bald of m; Covenant, even them will I 
taring to my holy mountain, and make them Joyful in my 
house of prayer : ^heir bumt-offbrings and th^tr sacrifices 
shall be accepted upon mine altar ; for mine house shaU be 
called an house of prayer for aU people." Isa. Ivi. 6, 7. 

•< And he came to Nazareth, where he had been brought 
up, and, as his custom was, he went into the synagogue on 
the Sabbath day, and stood up for to read. And there was 
d^vered unto him the book of the prophet Esaias ; and 
when he had opened the book, he fiiund the plaoe whom it 
«ras written. The Si^tti* tbe Lord is upon me, beicaiMe he 
hath anointed me io preach the gospeitoihepoarj be batk 
sent me to heal the btvhei^earted, to preach deUnermiee ts 
the caputs, and reetnering qf*ight to the blind, to ui at 
iOertv them that are bnisedi to preach tbe acceptable year 
of the Lord." Luke iv. 16-19. 

«< And that day was the prep8ntion,ftnd the Sabbethtbev 
■on. And tbe wmnen also which came with bim from Galilee, 
followed after, and beheld the sepulchre, and bow his body 
was l2ud. And they returned, and prepared spices and oint- 
ments, and rested the Sabbi^h day, according to die ooia. 
.muidment" Luke xxiii. S4— 56. 

(* But when they departed Arom Perga, they came to An. 
tioch in Pisidia, and went into tbe synagogue on the Sabbath 
day, and sat down. And after the reading of (he law and the 
prophets, the rulers of the synagogue sent unto them* saying^ 
Ye men and brethren, ifyou have any word of exfaortatioD 
for the people, say on. Then Paul stood up,Mid beckoning 
with his bauod, said. Men o£ Israel, and ye. that fear God, give 
audience. "—>* For tbey that dwell at Jerusalem, and tEcdr 
rulers, because they knew him not, nor yet the voices of tbe 
M»i^et8, which are read every. Sabbath day, ^ey have f uL 
ffil fld them in condemning him."— ^ And when. tbe 'Jews 
were gone out of the synagogue, tbe Gentiles besought tibcn 
that uese words might be preached to thesa the next SalK 
.bath." Acts xiiL 14^ 15, Id HI. 4^. 

<« Hear this, O ye that swallow up the needy, even to i 
the poor of the land to fail, saying, When will the new i 
be gone, that we may sell corn ? and <J)e Sabhatht that we 
may set forth wheat, making the ephah small and tbe shekel 
gnat, and fislsifyinff tbe baUntes by deceit ? That we may 
buy tbe poor for silver, and the needy for a pair of sboea : 
yea, and seU the leftase of the wheat." Amos viiL 4-e. 
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- M If dkou tarn avayfhy fbot tnm the SidMrtfa, ftvm doing 
thy ple-icure on my holy day, and call the Sabbath a delight, 
the ImdIt of the Lord, honourable, and shalt honour him, not 
doing thine own ways, nor finding thine own pleasurefl, nor 
roeaking thine own words : then shalt thou delight thyself in 
the Lord, and I wiil cause thee to ride 4ipon the high places 
of the elurth, and feed thee with the heritage of f&cdb thy 
father : for the mouth of the Lotd hath spoii^en it" Isaiah 
IviiL 13, U. 

<« And on the SabbHth, he went out of the city by a river 
side, where prayer was wont to be made.'* Acts xvL la 

«« And upon the first day of the week, when the disCiplea 
came together to break bread, F&ul preached unto them,- 
xeady to depart on the morrow, and continued hia speech 
until Biidnight.'* Actixx.7. 



The toU-wom horte tetfree. P. 28. L 2. 

« A Sabbath day's journey,** says a hite able and faithftal 
bdwurer in the vineyard of the Lord, *< was, among the Jews, 
aiMt>veri>ial expression for a very short one. Among us it 
can have no such meaning affixed to it. 'iliat day seems to 
be considered by too many, as set apart, by divine and human 
authority, for the purpose, not of reHy but of its direct oppo-' 
site, the labour of travHling ; thus adding one day more of 
torment to those generous^ but wretched animals, whose ser- 
vices they hire : and who, being generally strained beyond' 
their strength the other six days of the week, have, of all 
creaturea under heaven, the best and most equitable daim to 
suspension of labour on the seventh. Considerations such as 
these may perhaps appear to some below the dignity of tiiis 
place, and the solemnity of a Christian assembly. But bene, 
vcdence, even to the brute creation, is, in its degree, a duty, 
no less than to our own species ; and it is mentioned by Solo> 
mon as a striking feature in the character of a righteous man, 
that < he is merciflil even to his beast* He, without whose 
permission * not a sparrow falls to the ground, and who feed, 
eth the young ravens that call upon him,' will not suffer even 
the meanest work of his hands to be treated cruelly with im. 

Sinity. He is the common Father of the whole creation, 
e takes eveigr part of it under his protection. He has, in 
various passages of scripture, expressed his concern even for 
irratiooal creatures, and has declared more especially, in tiie 
matt explicit terms, that the rest of the Sabbath was meant- 
for our cattle and our servantt, as well as for ourselves." 
BUbop Porteus. 

Their coHstancffim torture and in death. P.SS.Lm 

The following passage fkom Bishop Bumet*B History of bis 
Own Time, wiU give Mine notion of the iMmJ, thoagh not of 
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tiM entsiO, of tiwt hideous penecution, ftom wt&ckk tlrajMo. 
pie of Sc(^land were delivered by the Revolution. « wimm- 
any are to be struck in the boots, it is done in the presence of 
the council ; and upon that occasion almost aU oOte to lun 
aaray. The sight is so dreadful, that without an order xe. 
straining such a number to stay, the board would be foraaken. 
But the Duke, while he had been in Scotland, was so fo 
from witiidrawing, that he looked on all the while with an 
unmoved in<tifiference, and with an attention, as if te had 
been to look on some curious experiment lliis gave a ter. 
rible idea of him to all that observed it, as of a man that had 
no bowels nor humanltv in him. Lord Perth observing this, 
resolved to let him see now well qualified he was to be aa in* 
oulsiftor.generaL The rule about the boots in Scotland was, 
tbatupon one witness, and presumptions^ both togeCher,.tiie 
question might be given : But it was never known to be 
twice given, or that any other species of torture, besides the 
boots, might be used at pleasure. In the courts of inquisi. 
tton, they do, upon suspicion, or if a man refuses to answer 
upon oath as he is required, give him the torture ; an4 re. 
peat it, or vary it, as often as they think fit ; and do not give 
over, till they have got out of their mangled priaonen all 
that they have a mind to know from them. 

« This Lord Perth resolved now to make his pattern ; and 
waa a little too early in letting the world see what a govern- 
ment we were to expect under the infiuence of a prince of 
that religion. So, upon his going to Scotland, one apenoe^ 
who was a servant of Lord Argyll's, and was taken up at 
liondon, only upon suspicion, and sent down to Sjcottand, 
was required to take an oath to answer all the questioDS 
that should be put to him. This was done in a direct con. 
tradiction to an express law against obliging men to swear, 
that they will answer gttoer inquireruBs. Spence likewise 
said, that he himself might be concerned in what be mij^ 
know i and it was ag^ainst a very universal law, that excused 
lUl men from swearing against themselves, to force him to 
take such an oath. So he was struck in the boots, and coo. 
tinued firm in his refusal Then a new species of torture 
was invented : be was kept from sleep eight or nine ni|^ 
Tliey grew weary oi managing this ; so a third species was 
invented : Little screws of steel were made use of, that 
screwed the thumbs with so exquisite a torment, that be 
sunk under this ; for Lord Perth told him, they would screw 
every joint of his whole body, one after another, till be todk. 
the oath. Yet such was the firmness and fidelity of this poor 
man, that, even in that extremity, he capitulated,, that no 
new questions should be put to him, but those ahready 



on : and that he should not be a witness, against any person, 
and that he himself should be pardoned : se all he could tdl 
them w«, who were Lord Argyll's coneapondenfes. The 
chief of them was Holmes, at London, to whom Lord Argyll 
wit in a eypheri that had a- particuiar curiosity in it. A 
^Qubte key wa^ utceaaarz ; Ihe one was,, le show tiM.waj of 
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placing the words, or cypher, in an order very diAerentftom 
that in whieh they lay on the paper ; the other was. theliey 
of the cyphers themselves, which was found amooff Holmesli 
papers when he ab84»nded. Spence Imew only Uw first of 
theae ; but he putting all in its true order, then by the other- 
key they were decyphered. In theae, it appeared what Argyll 
had demanded, and what be undei;took to do upon the grants 
ing his demands ; but none of his letters q^oke any thuig of 
any agreement then made. 

** When the torture had this ettM on Spencei they offbred^ 
the same oath to Carstairs : and, upon his refusmg to take i^, 
they put his thumbs in the screws,, and drew them so hard, 
that a* they put him to extreme torture, so they could not 
unscrew them, till the smith that made them was brought 
with hia tooU to take them off" Burnet 

July SSL ia68. Anna Ker, reTict of Mr James Duncan, waa 
brou|^ before the oouociL ** The Lords caused taring in 
the boots before her, and gave her to five of the decE t» 
thinic upon it, apprising her, if she would not give her oathi 
In the premises, she was to be tortured. In the affcemoon^ 
Urs Duncan continued firm to her purpose, and had certain. 
Ly been put to the torture, had not Bothes interposed, and* 
told the council, Itmu not proper for gentiewomen to vmar 
toots,*' Wodrow.VoLI.p.9Si 

" Some time after Bothweil, George Forbes, a troopa in 

. tain Stewart's troop, then lying in Glasgow, came oi** ''•^^ 
morning with a party of soldiers to the village of Laoj 



Captain Stewart's troop, then lying in Glasgow, came out one 
morning with a party of soldiers to the village of Langiide^ 
in the parish of Catfacart, not two miles from that city. ana> 
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by force broke open the doors of John Mitchell, tenant tnere^ 
his house, whe^ thev alleged, had been at BotfawelL John 
was, that morning, happily out of the way, whereupon theji 
seised Anna Park, his wife, a ungularly r^igiousandsensibls 
country-woman^ whose memory is yet saRreury in that plaoek 
and pressed her to tell where her husband waa The good 
woman peremptorily refusing, they bound her, and put kin* 
died matches between her fingers, to extort a discovery from 
her. Her torment was great; but her God strengtbened> 
her, and she endured, for some hours, all they could do, with 
admirable patience, and both her hands were disabled for. 
some timeL^^Vodiow, VoL U. p. 77. 

AftopkdoonCd,ic P. 92.133. 

By the ^annous and sanguinary laws that were paswd 
between the year IfiSi, and the ever^memoraUe year of the 
Revolution, the whole inhabitaat& of extensive districts in 
the LowlaBda of SoDtland might be said to have lived undee 
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Old men, andpouths, and timjie maidi. P. 3S. L Si. 

** One morning, between five and six hours, John Brown, 
having perform«l the worship of God in his family, was 
going, with a spade in his hand, to make ready some peat- 
ground. The mist being very dark, he knew not until cruel 
and bloody Claverbouse compassed him with three troops of 
horse, brought him to his house, and there examined him ; 
who, though he was a man of stammering speech, yet answer. 
fid him distinctly and solidly ; which made Claverbouse to 
examine those whom he had taken to be his guide tbtougfa 
the muirs, if they had heard him preach ? They answered, 
( Mo, no, he never was a preacher.' He said, ' If he has 
never preached, meikle has he prayed in his tim^' He said 
to Jbhn, * Go to your prayers, for you shall immediately die.* 
When lie was praying, Claverbouse interrupted him three 
times : one time that he stopped him, he was pleaifing that 
ttte Lord would spare a remnant, and not make a full end in 
the day of his anger. Claverbouse said, * I gave you time to 
pray, and you arc bqmn to preach ;' he turned about upon his 
knees, and said, * Sir, you know neither the nature of praying 
nor preaching, that calls this preaching :' then continued 
without confusion. When ended, Claverbouse said, * IVUce 
goodnight of your wife and children.* His wife standing by 
with her child in her arms that she had brought forth to htm, 
and another child of bis first wife's, he came to her, and said, 



* Now, Marion, the day is come that I told you would come, 
when I spake first to you of marrying me.* She said, « In- 
deed, John, I can willingly part with you.' Then he said, 
« ITiis is all I desire, I have no more to do but die.* He 
kissed his wife and bairns, and unshed purchased and pro- 
mised blessings to be multiplied upon them, andhisDleas- 
ing. Claverhouse ordered six men to shoot him : the most 
put of tli^ bullets came upon his bead, which scattered his 
Drains upon the ground. Claverhouse sidd to hit wife, 

* What tninkest thou of thy husband now, woman ?* She 
said, * I thought ever much of him, and now as much as 
ever.* He said,* It were justice to lay thee beside him.' Sie 
said, * If ye were permitted. I doubt not but your cruelty 
would go that lengtii : but how will you make answier for 
this morning's work?' He said, * To man I can be answer, 
able; and tor God, I will take him in mine own band.* 
Claverhouse mounted his horse, and marched, and left her, 
with die corpse of her dead husband lying there. She set 
the babm on the ground, and tied up his head, and straigfated 
his body, and covered him in her plaid, and sat down, and 
wept over him. It being a very desert place, where never 
victual grew, and far from neighbours, it was some time be. 
fore any ftiends came to her : the first that came was a very 
fit liand, that old singular Christian woman in the Cummer, 
bead, named Elisabeth Menzies. three miles distant, who had 
been tried with the violent death of her husband at Fentland, 
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aAenraidt of two worthy spna, TboouM Weir, who wm 
killed at Drumclog. and David Steel, who was-suddenly shot 
afterwards when taken. The aaid Marion Weir, sitting upon 
her husband's grave, told me, that before that, she could see 
no blood but she was in danger to Mnt, and yet she was 
helped to be a witness to all this without either fainting or 
confusion J except when the shots were let o% her eyes 
daziled. His corpse was buried at the end of his houses 
where he was slain.*' Peden** I^fe. 

Claverhouse was rewarded by his master, Jumes, with the 
title of Viscount Dundee, and with the confiscated lands 
and goods of the sufferers. A late memoir writer, the 
slanderer ot Sidney and RusseU, apostrof^izes this dastardly 
murderer of the unarmed peasantry as a generous and heroic 
character. 

James Stewart, a boy, *< came in from the west country to 
see a relation of his in prison at Edinburgh. By what means 
I know not, the other got out, and he was found in the 
room whence the other escaped ; whereupon he was brouglft 
before a committee of the council, and soon ensnared by Ch^ 
questions. When he was silent on some heads, and would 
not answer, some papers before me bear, that Sir George 
M*Ken;de threatened to take out his tongue with a pair .of 
pincers. Precisely on his tmswers he was condemned, and 
in a few days after he was taken with the rest, (six others), 
and executed at the Gallow.lee." Wodrow, B. III. c.5. \ 4. 
year 1681. 

** Marion Harvie, a young woman, not twenty years of 
age, on her way to the place of execution, was interrupted 
in her devotions : on which she turned to her fellow.prisoner, 
Isabel Alison, and said, * Come, Isabel, let us sing the 29d 
FSalm;' which accordingly they did, Marion repeating the 
psalm une by line, without book. Being come to the soaf- 
foUK after singing the 84th Psalm, and reading the 3d of 
Malachi, she said, * I am come here to-da,y for avowing 
Christ to be the head of his church, and King m Zion. They 
say I would murder ; but I declare, I am free of all matters 
of fact ; I could never take the life of a chicken but my heart 
shrinked. But it is only for my judgment of things that I 
am brought here. I leave my blood on the council and the 
Duke of York. At this, the soldiers interrupted her, and 
would not allow her to speak any." Cloud qf Witnesaet. 

BiUtkatmom. F.3?.L25. 

The resurrection happened on the morning of the first day 
of the week, which is now observed as the Christian Sabbath. 

By Cameron thundered. P. S3. L 9. 

•• The last night of his life, he was in the house of William 
MitcheU in Meadowhead, at the water of Ayr, where about 



t««iity4hiw hoiw and fovty.foot haA conHimed vvMIk liiB 
tlMt week. Tliat morning a woman gave Mm water to w«h 
his face and hands: and having washed, and dried them wUh 
a towel, he looked to bis bands, and laid them on hisiace. 
nying, * This is their last washing ; I have need to maketM 
dean, for there are many to'see them.* At this the womaa'k 
mother wept He said, < Weep not for me, but for youradf 
jmd your»«, and for the rins of a sinfUl land, for ye hare me. 
lancholy, sorrowful, and weary days before you.' 
«« The people who remained with him were In some becHa. 



having got the command of Airly's troop and Strahan'S ctau 
goons, upon notice given him by Sir John Cochran of Ochil. 
tree, came Airiously upon them, about four' o'clock in the 
afternoon, when lying on the east end of Airs-moes. When 
they saw the enemy approaching, and no possibility of eacan. 
ing, they all gathered round about him, while he prayeda 
«hort word ; wherein he repeated this expression thnce over 
• I^wd, spare the green, and take the ripe.* When ended, he 
•aid to his brother, with great intrepidity, < Come, let usificht 
it out to the bttt J for this is the day that I have lonsed for 
and the day that I have praved for, to die fighting agamst our 
Lord's avowed enemies ; this is the day that we will get the 
eiown.' And to the rest he said, « Be encouraged, all of you. 
to fight it out valianUy j for all of you that shiUl fall this dw 
I see heaven's gates open to receive you.' 




rior number. At hist Hackaton was taken prisoner, and Mr 
-Cameron was killed on the 8|)ot, and his head and hands cut 
off by one Murray, and taken to Bdinburgh. His fktfaer be. 
ing in prison for the same cause, they carried them to him, to 
add gnef unto his former sorrow, and inquired at him. if he 
knew them. He took his son's hands anci head, which were 
very fair, behig a man of a fiilr complexion, with his own hair, 
and kissed them, and said, « I know, I know them ; they axe 
ray son's, my own dear son's : it is the Lord, good is the wiU 
of the lord, who cannot wrong me nor mine, but has made 
goodness and mercy to follow us all our days. ' After which, 
tgr order of the counciL his head w^s fixed on the Nether.bow 
Port, and his hands beside it, with the fingers ttpwaid." 

l%e astenMed people dared, in face t^daiy. P. 33w 1. I6L 

" The father durst not receive bis son, nor the wife her 
husband ; the country was prohibited to harbour the ftmidveL 
mid the ports were shut agalnit their escape by sea. WImS 
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A thAr iMawi,tbey ratfdftl in twm, tmcng mb i 

imn«iiiit,oriiietl^itealtti,or(]yiiight,forwor. 

ship; but whenever the mounlain.nien, as they were styled, 
- ! diaoovered, the hue^nd^iy was ordered to be rai«ed. 



^Ebey weire pursued, and fluently shot by the military, or 
scNieht with more inndious diligence by the spin, informeri, 
and oflfcen of Justice ; and on «ome occasions, it appears, that 



the aagacity of dogs was employed to track their footsteps, and 
explore their lurking retreats.** Lalng's History, VoL II. 

lybe mark pMck rashness branded on tkeirnames. T.S7.1S2. 

I «m 4MOvinoed,that in Bngland, and espedally in London, 
(such ia the ditpatek used in criminal proceedings), unwar. 
ranted Terdlcts are aomethnes pronounced. The mechanloAl 
uaOaa of twijfiMweTidence seems to have got an unfortunate 
hold of the rahids of jurymen ; and it thus happens, that If 
there be something like evidence on the one side, and no 
evidtnoe on the other, the one scale (as it is called) of the 
iudloal balance sinks, and the proof is estimated, not by what 
it ia fo iUe^, but by what it is in comparimm of somethbig 
elae. The law of England recogniaes the evidence of &nc 
witamBt as sufficient to warrant a capital conviction. The 
law of God was different : ** Whoso killetb any person, the 
murdtfrer shall be put to death by the mouth of witnesses; 
but «Mr witness shall not testify against any person, to eam$e 
him to die.** Numb. xxxv. SO. 

« At the mouth of two or three witnesses shall he that is 
worthy of death be put to death ; but at the mouth of one 
fnitoeukefhaUnotoeputtodeath.** Deut.xviL6. 



JSach one returns to his inheritance, P. 40. L 6. 

Ijycui]gus's contrivance of iron money, te a ]»nevcntive of 
the eomiption arising from tlie commercial svstem, was 
dunay and inefficient, compared with that part or the ftlaiialii 
institution here alluded ta 

JMvenJiromtheir homes bg/ea Monopoly, B.41.Lfl«k 

The utility of all such agricultural improvements, as di. 
minish the ^imii^mk of human labour employed in thecuhi. 
vation of the soil, is very questionable. In the Highhuida of 
Scotland, black cattle were the produce which In former thnes 
was cultivated. Afterwards it was discovered, that tlie rear- 
ing of sheep was a mode of farming which required a much 
smaller proportion of hands than tho rearing oi tdack cattle 
did: In other words, the Highland proprietors diaeovered, 
that by the substitution of she%> for black cattle^ nia6.tentha 
of that Aifid, which fonnetly was consumed in tha naiiite. 
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])HieeoraniiiniWOUfteii«aitr3r,mi^tbeaddedtotheaBoiiBt I 
of their rent-rolltb The comequenoe has beea, that laige 

diftricto of the Highlands have been nearly depopulatedL | 
Hake the suppodtion, that an improvement, •imilar in Hi 
efifecta, should oe made on the agricultural system ot the km 
countnr ; supfKwe, for instance, that a new kind c€ srain, or 
root* should be discovered, the cultivaticm of wh&db shonU * 
require no more tlian oDe.tenth part of the msmial latMor 
necessary for the cultivation of our present crops ; or nipposc, 
that there should be invented a machine for turning up the 
soil, as much superior to the plough as the plough is to the 
qiade ; and that the other implonents of husbandry diould 
be improved on a proportional scale ; the consequence un. 
doubtedly would be, that the peasmtry of this country would 
be nearly extirpated. It is true, that the supposed improve, 
ments would not only increase the revenue of the laodlonL 
but would add to the quantity of agricultural produce^ and 
that an increase oi produce would tend to an increase of 
population. I, however, doubt very much, whether the in- 
crease of agricultural produce is always attoided with a pro. 
fioHwNM/ increase of population. At any rate, the population 
that is in this way acquired, mdst be added to the already 
overgrown mass of manufacturing towns. No doubt the ap- 
parent strength of the nation would be thus increased. But 
a healthy and a virtuous populace constitute the real power 
of a state ; and it wiU not oe said, that crowded towna arc i 
favourable either to health or morals. The country and the 
village inhabitant^ are, in truth, the source of the national 
pqpcuation : and, if it be drained, the towns themselves must 
of course decay ; since the demand for live supplies, oooae. 
quent on the consumpt of human life in towns, could no lon- 
ger be answered. But how are the evils arising from tiie 
abridgment of agricultural labour to be counteracted ? They 
may he partially counteracted by a limitation of the extent of 
farms. If the arable districts were parcelled out info ooases- 
sions not exceeding a hundred and fifty acres ; and if every 
landlord and tenant were bound, either to keep up a certain 
number of inhabited cottages, in the proportion, let it be aaid, 
of one to each thirty acres,— or else to pay triple land-tax 
and poor rate, our crops would perhaps not be quite so abun. 
dant as in process of time they may come to be, under the 
present system of weeding out the small farmers and cottagen : 
but the nation would be richer in a more important kind of 
produce,— a numerous peasant; alid even the landlords 
themselves would find more real comfort and enjoyment in 
contemplating a populous and happy heighbourhood, than in 
surveying large deserted doxnains, teeming with all the means 
of viHuous and happy existence, but barren of inhabitants to 
reap the benefits so liberally spread out by the Father of mer- 
cies. Perhaps another expedient to check rural depopulati<xi 
might be suggested,— an equalisiation of the right or succes- 
^n. Commercial accumulation has, during the last haii cen- 
tury, gone tax in reuniting those enormous estates whidi at one 
c 
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tune CB i n meioc Had dl^loioed. Every great merchant and 
iDonefy<^flater wMiei to be tfae founder of what is called a 
family. Now, 1 would indulge this vanity, by allowing such 
perMmi to ftmnd, not one llunily, but a number of fiunflies, 
m proportion to the number of their children. To the peer, 
age, and perhaps to families that have been long establisbed 
in thelrposseflnonB, the law ought to be left as it now stands. 
But If it be expedient io keep thing» at theu now are,— to ' 
check tfae rapid progress of a bideous Oligarchy, the old law 
of inheritanoe, as it existed in Enaland prior to the Norman 
conqucat, and as it now exists in the county of Ken^ ought 
to be made the general law of the land. 

O En^kmdl Engkmd! wuh thy pmrpkd kahdt, P. 48. 1. 18. 

The dav«4nide has been attempted to be defended by ap. 
peals to the authority of the Old Testament The existence 
of iUmerif appeaia, indeed, to have been tolerated among the 
Jews ; but wneie is the authority for any thing like the slave- 
trader Is it tai the foUowing express Uw? <* And he that 
sUaieth a man, and teUetk him, or if he be found in his hand, 
he duM sure^ be put to death." £xod. xxt 16. . 



Downttkean avalanche. F.SO. 1. 15. 

*' After havins descended about three hours, ttoai the time 
of our quitting Meysingen, we ref^hed ourselves and our 
horses in a deughtf ul vale, strewed with hamlets ; a sloping 
hill, adorned witli variegated verdure and wood, on one side ; 
on the other, the Rosenlavi and Schartswald glaciers, streteh- 
tng between impending rocks ; and before us the highest 
point of the Wetterhorn lifting its pynunidical top, capped 
with eternal snow. As we were takmg our repast, we were 
luddenly startled by a noise like the sound of thunder, occa- 
uoned biy a large body of snow falling from the top of the 
mountain, which, in its precipitous descent, had the appear, 
ince of a torrest of water reduced almost into spray. These 
tvaiatuhe$ (as they are called) are sometimes attended with 
the most fotal consequences ; for when they consist of enor. 
mous masses, they destroy every thing in their course, and 
not unftequently overwhelm even a whole village. " Coxe. 



The plaintive strain that Unks^ap:. P.50.1.3S. 

** After dinner, some musitians of the country performed 
he Renx de Fachest that famous air which wi^ forbid to be 
>layed among the Swiss troops in the French armies : as it 
Teated in the soldiers such a longing recollection of their 
lative country, that it produced in them a settled melancholy. 
Old occasioned frequent desertion. The French call this sort 
£ 



iiarly ttiiklng in the tone ; but, atit is eompoMd ottb»moH. 
simple notes, the powerful efibct of Iti melody upon tboSwiK 
■olffien in afbreign Umd is the leM raiBorkabfe. Noliiii«, 
indeed, rttiews so lively a remembmnce of fimner ooeBesw 
a piece of favourite music which we wereaooustomedto hesr 
jUBoog our earliest and dearest caanezions.'' Cose. 



Ta beckoned biftemeUndighamd to a$L P. flS. L 19. 



It is most melancholy to seed 

ing in the passage of a church. In former times, the area of 
churclies was common to alL The appropriation was cer- 
tainly an encroscbment 'i\» bring matters back to their 
primitive state, would now be impracticable. But surely a 
very large portion of the house of prayer ought to be allotted 
to the JLord^ poor. Or why shoohl not five dHuches be 
cstablisfapri in all oonsidersble towns? There are we^egak in 
England. To the hardship of cacchwionfvosB divine secviee, 
or of precarious and moidicaat admission, may be traced 
the dissipated and idle habits of many originally wdUU^os- 
ed persons. 



Ber hands ooutd earn her Wead, mitdfred^gbfe, V^BSL h SI. 

The character here described Is well pourtiayed in Um IbU 
lowing passage of Nenton*s Latten : - We have lost another 
of the people here : a person of mudi experience, eoalnent 
l^race, wisdom, and usefulness. She walked with God fbvty 
years. She wasone of the Lord's poor; but berpovertj m 
decent, ssnoti6e^ and honourable. She lived respected, and 
her death is considered a public loss. It is a great kMs to me : 
I shall mias her advice and example, by wuch I hav« been 
often edifled and animated. Almost the last wonis abe 
uttered were, *' The Lord is my portion, saith my aouL** 

I have known many instances of such persons, llse <dm. 
ncter is, indeed, most highly reniectable ; but it doee not 
Obtain that respect and support which it so well merica. in 
truth, wealth to so devoutly worshipped, that virtuous poverty 
must, of necessity, be neglected, if not deqpiaed. Every man 
is aqiiTing to the imagiHorp dignity of thepersoii who bap. 
pens to be a little richer than himself: llie distinction of 
wealth is gradually absorbing every other. I would pvcfer 
the aristocracy of pedigree to that of riches. 

There amrnget ffUU expecU no iongne toproUe. P. 53. L 2. 

To private soldiers and sailors the voice of praise ▼ery ael 
dom readies : yet is their courage not less oon^icuoua thsa 
that wliich weir tuperion in rank display. Our miliar 
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«tablidiiiient» IxiUi at aea and on shore, b indeed penurious 
in reward* iHiile it is Ubend-in puoiabmnit B7 extendins 
tiie one, and restricting tl)e other, the regular army would 
be more expeditiously recruited than by increaseof bounties. 
liCt the experiment of less severe punishments be tried. Tbe 
immediate consequence would be, (to speak in mercantile 
phrase), a fall in the rarice of the article. But there is still 
another, and more enfectual way of recruiting the army. 
Follow the advioe of that man, who, through good report 
and through bad report, stood the steadfast fhend of justice 
and of fteed<Mn,^-to whose intuitive ken the most conq^U 
cated subjects were simple, the most opaaue transparent 
His advice (but, alas! his prescient advice has been seldom 
te^arded until the event verified the pcediction) was, to re. 
strict the term of service to a moderate period,— to five, six, 
or seven years. If a man, engaging himself for half a year 
as a common servant, were asked, for what higher rate of 
wages he would bind himself during life ? his answer would 
pnHMbh lie, that no reward would tempt him to bind him. 
self for life. Or, if he were to be so allured, would he not 
ask an eiumimu hire? To indent one's person for life is a 
tremendous engagement But a limitation of the term of 
service woukl be Highly expedient in another view. Reckon, 
ing the regular troops of Britain at SOU,UOO,— of each man 
were to be discharged at the end of seven years from the 
tone of his inlistment, is it not obvious, that we should have 
a yearly addition ot about 27,000 thorougb.bred soldiers, 
ready to fall into the ranks of the «trictly defensive depart- 
ment of our national armament? Say that the addition were 
to be only S0,000» what mi .accession of r^ strength, of dis- 
cipUae, of experience^ of confidence, would be the result [ 
In £ve years, there would be nearly 10(),(X)0 veterans (for a 
soldier who has sored seven years I would call a veteran) 
added to our home force. No one can form a probable guess 
at Uw duration of the present war ; not is it likely that many 
of the present generation will see the day, when they may 
with safety tuni their swords into pl(»agh.4hu«fl, and their 
spears into pruniQg.hooka. We must amtmua in the atti- 
tade of an armed nati(xi. We must labour with the one 
hand, and wield our we^ons with the other.* 



a The above note was inserted in the first edition of the 
Sabbath, llie Just, the humane, the wise proposal of inliit. 
ment for a limited timet was afterwards enacted into a law ; 
but Hs efficacy is likely to be completely counteracted by the 
recently Introduoed power of inlistment Ibr life. 
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Or cheering wlthhiqviriefj)vm the heart P. 53. L SSL 

In some hospitals, the patients are rapposed to be tratri 
with all due Justice, if the bfOus and the knife be libenHf 
administered. Nothing is done to amuse or to console. 

Bleit be the female votariet. P. 55. 1. 20. 

The nuns called Beguines devote the whole of thdr tine 
to attendance on the sick, whether in hospitals or in prirate 
houses, lliey are habited in black, and, when going abroad^ 
they wear deep black veils. 

CaU forth the dead, and re.unUe the dust 
(Trantform*d andpur^tedj to angel tauU, 

P. 56. 1.5, 6. 

Every one has experienced how much comtraai enhances 
pleasure and aggravates pain. Perhaps in created bangt, 
perfect happiness is impossible, without the contrast of reool. 
Kcted mis«y. This consideration aflbrds an answer to tboK 
persons, who censure the resurrection of the body as a pro. 
vision unnecessary and unwise,— who say, that the joys of a 
blessed spirit cannot be increased by a union with a mataiid 
body, however excellent In form, structure, and powers. I 
would ask, what other provision couU possibly fluDish tl)e 
pleasure derivedfrom contrast, so vividly, so constantly? A 
celestial form, the habitation of that being, who formeriy 
dwelt in a body, frail, diseased, mortal!— To the man who 
had been bhnd in his earthly abode, what a change ! Hti 
sightless orbs transformed into eyes of telesoofnc ken!— lb 
the pidsied ! That body which could not move itsetf— endow, 
ed, perhi^, with electric velocity! that once feeble, iatter- 
ing voice— attuned to the harmonies of the heavenly drain, 
«* who ring the song of Moses, the servant of Crod, and tbr 
song of the Lamb, saying. Great and marvellous are all th; 
works. Lord God Almighty ; just and true are thy way** 
thou King of saints : Alleluia, for the Lord God Omnipotent 
retgneth!** 

To think that now the townsman wanders forth* P. 60. L5> 

** There cannot be a more pleasing or more conaolatocr 
idea presented to the human mind, than that of one mrioem 
ptaite of labour throughout the whole Christian world at tbe 
same moment of time ; diffiising rest, comfort, and peicv, 
through a lai^ part of the habitable globe, and afSbrdinf 
ease and refreshment, not only to the lowest part of our own 
species, but to their feUow-labourers of the bruto creatioo. 
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Krea tbeifr ave enaUed to join in thk dient act of adorataoii« 
ttiia mute kind of homaoe to tiie great Lord of all: and aU 
tiioufl^ tbey axe incapa^e of any deHttmeuU of religion, yet^ 
1^ tine moamw tbejr liecome sharers in the Ueuings of it* 
Brery in«n of the lea»t sensibility must see, must feel, the 
beau^ and utUity of such an institution as this ; and must 
see, at tjbe same tune^ the cruelty of invading this most valu- 
able imiilege of the inferior class of mankind, and breaking 
in upon t)Mitfac3«d repose, which God himself has, in pity- 
to their 9u0fariBg% given to those that stand most in need of 
it. It was a point in which it highly became the majesty and 
goodness of Heaven itself to interpose. And happy was it for 
the world that it did sa For had man, unfeeling man, been 
left to Umself, with nooeiersimrtooompassioa than natural 
instinct, or unasnsted reason, there is but too much ground 
to iqiprdiend, he woidd have been deaf to the cries of his 
labouring brethini, would have harassed and worn them out 
with incessant toil; and when they implored, by looks and 
signs of distress, some little intermission, ^ould perhaps have 
answered them in the lanfeune of Pfaaiaoh's task-masters, 
« Ye are idle^ ye are idl& l%ere shall not aught of your 
daily tuikM be diminished ; iet more work be laid upon tbem, 
that thfsy may labour therein.'* Exod. v. 9. IJ. 17. 

« That this is no uncandid representation of the natural 
hardness <tf the human heart, till it is subdued and softened 
by the influences of divine grace, 'we have but too many un. 
answerable proofs, in the savage treatment which the slaves 
(tf' the ancients, even of the most civilized and polished an. 
dent^ met with from their unrelenting masters. To them, 
alas! Ihime wta no Sabbath, no' Seventh day ot.reitl The 
whole weel^ the whole jeax, was, in genera^ with but few 
exoc^Oona, weimhitenriqited Awnd of labour, tyranny, and 
oppiesiifln.'* Bishop PorteuSk 



Yourhelple$t charge drive/rom the tempting sfxO, F. 69LL SSl 

I>uring the winter season, there are many shepherds lost 
in the snow. I have heard of ten being lost in one parish. 
Vntea lifehoats, for the preservation of ship^wrecked mari. 
ners, and institutions for the recovery of drowned persons, 
obtain ao much of the public attention and patronage, it is 
strange that no means are ever thought of for the preserva- 
tion of the lives of sbq)berds during snow storms. I believe, 
that in nine instances out of ten, the death of the unhappy 
persons who perish in the snow is owing to their lodng their 
way. Ajproof of this is, that very few are lost in the day. 
time. The remedy, then, is both easy and obvious. Let 
means be used for enabling the shepherd, in the darkest night, 
to kiiow precisely the spot at whidi he is, and the bearings of 
the surrounding grounds. Snow-storms are almost alwavs 
acoompttnied with wind. Suppose a pole, fifteen feet high, 
well fixed in the ground, with two cross sparp placed near the 
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bottom, to denote tlie BirU, or pefnfi of the ooiaiMUi|-«M 
hung at thetop of this pole, with a piece ef flat woodattKlMd 
to it, pn4ectin| u^ard, would ring with the ilighleit " — 



For a fbw hundred pounds, every Musre mile 

district of Scotland might be supimed with such beii& Ai 



they would be purposely made to have different tones, the 
ifaepherd would soon be aitAe to distincutoh one flNm aiMllMr. 
He could never be more than a mat Aram one or odMrif 



tiiem. On coming to the spot, he wotdd at once hnowtbe 

Kints of the oompasn^ and of cooDse the fiieetioo towUeh 
I home lay. 

Jt^dnMikefitnaa^mmmftaaiadaloi^, P. 61^ 14. 

May we not suppose that thenass eCtbeeaxlh, while yet 
fonnng, reoeivad its pragrcialTe and nUatory mottoiii? 

Tkeihtmbemed, P. 74. 

Thiaailraciek theralityof wfaiditheFhaiiseeaeoiiUDit 
deny, (Matth. ix. S*.), is one of a higher order than tlHie 
whicli consisted hi hceUng diseases. Dunsbaeas in^liei, in 
general, not only a defect m the ocganaof qieeeb, or of hv* 
mg, or of both, but ignonmce ofUmgnofit, Hcfe^ thfln» w« 
« miracle performed on the mhxd. 

The Jitig^ tueendedt^tkgJudjgmtHl n'al. P. 77. 

Thii reprcaentattoa of Paul I have not founded on tbedr. 
cumstance of any one of bis appearances before the Bomb 
governors. I have alluded to facts which happened at hii 
Tehension, as well as his arraignments before Felbc, FcstWi 
Agrippa. 



POEMS 



KEV. JOHN LOGAN. 



LIFE 



REV. JOHN LOpAN. 



John hoQAS was bora at Soutni, in tk* county 
of MicULothhui, In the year 1748. His father, 
Geoige Logan, occupied a small form there in the 
IMTub of Fala, *od John was the younger- of two 
•ons. His father removed frem Soiuhai to Oosibrd 
Mains, in East- Lothian, about the year 1762^ and 
John was then sent to Musselbuigh tehool, at that 
time taugfcit by Mr Jeffbay. Logan's parents be* 
longed to the class of disseiiterB cidled Burgbenia 
Scotland, and whilst at Musselburgh he was boarded 
with a reapectidilc old woasao of the same porsua- 
sion, who made him regularly liead his Bflde ; and 
he himself used afterwards to relate* thai his mul- 
ing of it aloud used generally to act on his land- 
lady as a nsore povrerful soporifiohfaan- the doctor's 
drugik la November 1762, Logan was removed 
to the University of Edinbur^, where he jKeplayed 
great proficiency in Latin and Greek ; and there he 
commenoed his acquaintance with the interesting' 
Michael Bruce : they were young men of congenial 
minds, and were naturally attracted to each other. 
It was this intimacy that afterwards led to.Logan*s 
E3 "\, 
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being the custodier of his friend Bnice's nuira- 
scripts, and subsequently the editor of bis poema. 

His spirito at this time received a severe cbe^ 
by the melancholy death of his father, who was 
drowned, being overtaken by the tide on his way 
home, in a stormy evening. 

In I765» Logan commenced the study of divi- 
nity at Edinburgh College; and in 1766 he at- 
tended the lectures of the celebrated Dr Blair, 
tbra Professor of Bhetoric and Belles Lettrea, and 
in the exercises prescribed by him he highly dis- 
tinguished himself. In 1768, he was appointed 
private tutor to the present Sir John Sinclair of 
Ulbster, Bart. This situation was procured by 
the friendship of Dr Blair, who had soon per- 
ceived his talents. 

. In 1770, he pubHsbed, as editor, ** Poems on 
ftiveral oceasions, by Michael Bruce;*' ia wtiich 
owcre. included a few of hia own pieces, which has 
bonetimea led to a ooofuslon of the jrespec6ve.pro- 
Jductions of the two bards. 

Logan had been brought .up a strict- dssaenter 
iVom tbe^ Sooltish church ; hut he soon began to 
see that the grounds of separation were frivolous, 
and he now joined the Presbyterian church* 

In 1770, be «ras licensed to preach the gospel by 
the Presbytery of Dalkdth, and in little more tlian 
a year afltoifwards, on account of his dugracter as 
a preacheiv.hfi received a call to be second mini- 
.«ter of the parilih.of South Leith. The validity of 
his election, however, was disputed* both in the 
civil and ecclesiastical courts, and he underwent 
•a second course of trials before the Presbytery 
of £dinburgh, which he passed through with the 
highest credit; and. he was finally onbdhed on Sd 
April 1173. 
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' fGu attentftoD Wtt- now d«voted to the doiiM of 
the dericel «0ce. His geniai for poetry bad been 
early ^Replayed, and several of his pieces bad lip- 
peai«d in difibrent publications. Hie celebrity in 
tliie respect, therefbre, led to his being chosen a 
member of the Committee of the General 'Assem- 
bly^ which was appointed in 1775, for refising and 
enkun^ng the psalmody of the Cburdi. Here hie 
iadostry, and his comi^ete liimiliarity with the 
flgmnative langnage and beauty of the Sacred 
Scriptures^ gave him a conoderable aaeendeney 
in condoeting the business, and he became tiie 
grtatest contributor of original paraphnsesi The 
BAt 1 1th, and 58th, are exclusively his own, be* 
sides many others that he polished and- re-modeU 
led. The ** Translations and Paraphrades*' were 
paiUish^ in their oornected shape, with sonie 
addition^ in (781 ; and the « FOenw" of Lagan 
were first published in the -same year. Of his 
poetnft, the ** Ode to the Cuelcoo,** "The Braes 
of Tarr^w,'* and his Sacred Hymns, are osetaii^ 
iy tber most beautiful, and entitle him to a high 
|>1aca among the poets of our country, inifs pikbe 
bM long been conceded to him, and his poetical 
fame * may be eonsidered aa pennanentlyi cslBb* 



In '1 779 he commenced a course of Lectures in 
St Maiy*s Chapel, Edinburgh, on the Philosophy 
of ffistory. His obtained a considerable diMfc, 
and ftis Lectures were much admired; somnch 
■a^ Alt he had nearly nMained the Professorship 
«f Universal History in die University of £di^ 
bwgfa, which became vacant about that time. But 
aa vnforeaeen dlffioiilly occurred, it Aa^ng- iimnd 
thai it' hid been an in^iriable practioe to preaent 
to iMs chair a member of the Faculty of Advo* 
catea; npd Mr Tytl^, aftarwarda Leid Wood* 



hoiNilc^ an indHyuA} i» every wagr weU qmdflM, 
was appointed. " A View of Anoieiiit l^fltorj.^ 
ioriwe vokimes, waaeeveral years afterward^ pub- 
Usbed by Dr Rutberford of U1LI»ridg^ and Uia 
genenl imprtMioD to thia da^ k, t)fat tlieae wero 
part of the imidi admirad I^ectmrea^ XiOgso oa 
Ibe PhtlMophy of Hi#tofy ; bttt wby 4bey lint i^ 
paired ifi tbi* form ia not yet properly «splaiiiod« 
Id cetiiMBqiience of the aiieeeis of hiapoema wiA 
tbo p«d>lic,- Logan bad been indoeed to eompoao 
the. Trassdy of Riuuiaroede» whi'eh Jie offered Av 
oepreatBtatiov to tbe maaeeos of Go«cot*Gavdaii 
1?hi^tre; buttt wasinterdtctfdby tbe Lord ChaoB- 
ba#lam» cm ^uspkion of i^eoptainiilg poHtlcal ai. 
l4nioBs. It wa» publnbed in 1193, and afterwards 
anaeted at tbeEdUiburgb tbeibw*^ .But^ like ajlo^ 
tlwr SoOftfeh poet, (Home* tbe aMibor 4f X>oo|^X 
hqgfA to£fered aa a elergytaao, by writSqg for the 
stag^. Many of bis puri^hiobe^ disapproyed of 
bis at alt devoting bi« attfotioB to draaiatic pro- 
diicliimei and tbis, along with sobm otber paiof^ 
d«etineoeea,:eooiplelely cast down bis too siuoep. 
libib, spit^ jetted bia femper, aiid in>i«e4 b» 
bealtb. TH^ cireumatancei randered btm un^qatl 
to diie full diacbaiige of bia derjei^ duties and iif> 
duced him to accept of a proposal to retire oa a 
moderate miraity* He (UMsordioglji left Mtb^ and 
pitoeecded to Loodoii in October i795, where b» 
deaoted bia tiitie to liteirary pttirsuits. It is ^tev^ 
tlMtbe cotttribiited lafi^ly to tbe >* £^gUak Re* 
view/' tben the foireruBner of the Edinburgliband 
Quafteriy Reviews of tbe present day. It ia abio 
hitowny tbiat be was the »i*thor of the pamphld^ 
entitfed, ** A Review of <he Principal Chmrgm 
against Mr Hastinga. *^ It wa» published in J 788) 
bad an extensive <fireolationt and proditead n flaiworw 
G^ ittptmioam jfiuMir of Mb^ iUstlpgp. • Xbe 
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publisher of it, Mr Stockdale, was prosecuted by 
the House of Commons, but was subsequently 
acquitted. 

Logan had now become very weakly in bis 
health ; and when no longer able to hold a book, 
used to employ young persons to read the Scrip- 
tures to him. He died 28th December 1 788. A 
volume of his sermons was published by his exe- 
cutors in 179(X and attracted general admiration: 
the atyle is rich, splendid, and full of poetic ima- 
gery, at the same time that they display a truly 
fnous and devotional mind. 



£dimbairgk, lOM October 182S. 



POEMS. 



ODE TO THE CUCKOO. 

Hail, beauteous stranger of the grove ! 

Thou messenger of spring ! 
Now Heaven repairs thy rural seat, 

And woods' thy welcome sing. 

What time the daisy decks the green, 

Thy certain voice we hear : 
Hasi thou a star to guide thy path, 

Or mark the rolling year ? 

Delightful visitant ! with thee 

I bail the time of flowers, 
And hear the sound of music sweet 

From birds among the bowers. 

The school-boy wandering through the wood, 

To pu)> the primrose gay, 
Starts, the new voice of spring to hear,- 

And imitates thy lay: 



lie THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

What time the pea puts on the bloom 
Thou fliest thy vocal vale, 

An annual guest in other lands, 
Another spring to bail. 

Sweet bird ! thy bower is ever greeo, 

Thy sky is ever clear ; 
Thou hast no sorrow in thy song, 

No winter in thy year ! 

O could I fly, I*d fly with thee ! 

We*d make, with joyful wing. 
Our annual visit o*er the globe. 

Companions of iltespithg. 



TH^ BRAES OF XAB,U9W. 

*' Tht braes were boQoy, Yarrow stream ! 

When first on them I met my lovnr ; 
Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow stream • 

When now thy wav^ his body cover ! 
For ever now, O Ysknow Streafli ! 

Thou art to me a s^r-epm of soriow ; 
For never on thy banks shall X 

Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow. 

*' He promised me a nilk^w^hite ste«d. 

To bear me to his falher*a bowers ; 
He promised me a Uule page» 

To squire me to his father*s towers ; 
He promised me a wedding-riBg,— - 

The wedding-day was fix'4 io-morrow ;- 
Now he is wedded to his graven 

" Alas i his watery gEtMre, in Yvrow ! 
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" Sweet were his words when last we met, 

My passion I as freely told him ; 
;Cla^'4 in hisannS) I little thought 

That I should never more behold him ! 
Scarce was he goiie, I saw his ghost ; 

It Tanish'd with a shriek of sorrow; 
Thrice did the water.wraitb asCend, 

And gare a dolefiil groan through Yarrow. 

*' His mother from the window look'd, 
With all the longing of a mother ; . 

His little sister weeping Walk'd 

. . The' green«wood path to meet her br6ther : 

They sought him east, they aoughthim^est, 
They sought him all the Forest thorough ; 

They only baw the cloud of nighty 
They only heard the rotrW- Yanrowf 

** No longer from ^y window looker . . 

Thou hast no son, thou tender mother ! 
N4> longer Walk, thod lovely maid I 

Alas ! thou hast no morci a bi»tber ! 
No longer seek him east or west, 

And search noitiore the Forest tboiAugh ; 
For, wandering in the night so dark. 

He fell a lifetiess. corafe .in Yarrow. 

** The tear shall never leave my cheek, 

No other youth shall be my. marrow^ 
1*11 seek thy body in the stream. 

And then with thee 1*11 sleep^in Yarrow.*' 
Hie tear did never leave her cheeky 

No other youth became -her marrow i 
She found his body in =the itreaai» 

And now with him she sleeps in Yarrow. 
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ODE OK THE DEATH OF A YO0R6 
LADY. 

Tbs paaee of Heaven atteod thy diade. 
My ^Aftneadf my finr'rite maid 1 
Wlieii lUa waa nevr, companions gay« 
We haird the morning of our day. 

Ah ! with whal joy did I bdiold 
The flower of heau^.finrnnfeld! 
And ftaf^d do storm to blaai thy bbam. 
Or bring tlwe to aft early lombS 

Untimely gone S for «ver fled 
The noses of the cheek ao red; 
Th* affection warm, the temper mild. 
The sweetaess that in aaraaw smfled^ 

Alas! the cheek where beanty^l^ow^^ 
The heart where goodness otti flo w'd, 
A clod amid the valley Ites^ 
And '< Dust to dual,** the mooffBer ones. 

O from thy kindred early tem^ 
And to thy grave untimely borne^ 
yanisb*d'for ever from my view^ 
• Thou sister of my senl, adieu h 

Fair with my first ideas twined, 
Thine image tH vrill meet my mtnd 9 
And, while remembianoe briaga thee near» 
AffectiMi sad wiil drop a tear.. 

How oft does sorrow bend the head, 
Before we dwell among the dead ! - 



OF ▲ TOCTNO LAXnr. Ill 

Scarce in iht jretrs of imnUy prinle» 
I've often wept tbe wracka of time. 

What tragic tears bedew tbe eye ! 
"What deaths we suffer ere we die ! 
Our broken friendsbipt we deplore^ 
And loves of youth ibat are no ntore^ 

N# after-friendship e*er can raise 
Th' endearments of our early days ; 
And ne*er the heart such fondness prove. 
As when it first began to love. 

Affection dies, a vernal flower ; 
And love, the bloesoHi of an .hour : 
Tbe spring of fancy cares control. 
And mar the beauty of tbe soul; 

Versed in the commerce of deceiti 
How soon the heart forgets to beat ! 
Tbe blood runs cold at injterest's call ; 
Tbey look with e^ual eyea on all. 

Then lovely nature ia espeU'd, 
And friendship is romantic heU ; 
Then prudence oemea with hundrtd eyea : 
Xbe vail is rentF—tbe visien ius. 

The dear illusions will not last 2 
The era of enchantment's past ; 
The wild romance of life ia dfine ; 
The real history is began. 

The sallies of the soul ara o'er. 
The feast of &ncy is no roare£ 
And ill the banquei ia supplied : 
By form, by gravity, by pride. 



tlK . VOD£ TO WOMfiK. 

Te gods ! whflteffe'r ye wttfafadd,' 
Let my affcotioas ne*er grpw old ! 
Ne'er may the human glow depart, 
Nor nature yield to frigid art ! 

Still may ^e generous bosom burn, 
Though doom*d to bleed o*er beauty's urn ; 
And still the friendly face appear, 
Though moisien'd with a tender tear ! 



ODE TO WOMEK. 

Yk virgins ! fond to be admired, 
With mighty rage of conquest fired, 

And crtiiversal sway ; 
Who heave th* uncoverM bosom high. 
And roll a fond, inviting eye. 

On all the circle gay ! 

Ton miss the fine and secret art 
To win the castle of the heart, 

For which you all contend : 
The coicomb tribe may crowd your tnun. 
But you will never, never gain 

A lover, or a friend. 

If this your passion, this your praise, 
To shine, to dacsle, and to blaze, 

You may be calPd divine : 
But not a youth beneath the sky 
Will say in s^r^t with a sigh^ 

<* O'Were that maiden mine !*" 
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You numhal, brill jaM, froin the box, 
Fans, feathers, diamonds, castled locks. 

Your magazine of arms ; 
But 'tis the sweet sequester'd walk, 
The wbisp'ring hour, the tender talk, 

That gives you genuine charms. 

The nymph-like robe, the natural grace. 
The smile, the native of the ikce. 

Refinement without art ; 
The eye where pure affection beams, 
The tear From tenderness that streams. 

The accents of the heart ; 

The trembling frame, the living chedc. 
Where, like the morning, bluslies break, 

To crimson o*er the breast ; 
The look where sentiment is seen. 
Fine passion moving o*er the mien, 

And all the soul express'd : 

Your beauties these ; with these you shine, 
And reign on high by right divine. 

The sovereigns, of the world :• 
Then to your court the nations flow ; 
The muse with flowers the path will strew. 

Where Venus' car is hurl'd. 

From dazeling deluges of snow, 
From summer noon's meridian glow. 

We turn our achipg eye 
To nature's robe of vernal green. 
To the blue curtain all serene 

Of an autumnal sky. 

The favourite tree of beauty'« queen, 
Behold the myrtle's modest green, 
Tlie virgin of the grove ! . 
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Soft from the ctrcWt of her iter, 
The tender turtles draw the cur 
Of Vtous and of Love. 

The px)wiag charm invites the eye ; 
See morning gradual paint the sky 

With purple and with gold ! 
See ipring approach with sw«et delay ! 
See rose-buds open lo the ray^ 

And leaf by leaf unfold 1 

We love the alluring line of grace 
That leads the eye a wanton chase, 

And lets the fancy rove ; 
The walk of beauty ever beiidi» 
And still begins, but never ends 

The kbyriotfa of love. 

At times, to veil is to reveal, 
And to display is to conceal ; 

Mysterious are your laws ! 
The vision finer than the view ; 
Her landscape nature never .drew 

So fair as fancy draws. 

A beauty, carelessly betray*d, 
Enamours more, than if display *d 

All woman's charms were given ; 
And, o*er the bosom's vestal whiter 
The gause appears a robe of light. 

That veils, yet opens heaven. 

See virgin Eve, with graces bland 
Fresh blooining from her Maker's hand. 

In orient beauty beam ! 
F^ir on the river-margin laid. 
She knew not that he^ image made 

The angel in the stream. 
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Still ancient Eden blooms your own ; 
But artless innocence alone 

Secures the heayenly post ; 
For if, beneath an angel's mien, 
TbeMrpent's tortuom traia is aeen. 

Our paradise is lost 

O Nature^ Nature, thine tbe diarm ! 
Thy cdours woo, thy leatuna watin, 

Thy accenU win the heart! 
Parisian paint of every kind 
That stains tbe body or the mind. 

Proclaims the harlol*s art 

The midnight minstrel of the grove, 
Who still renews the hymn of Urrt^ 

And woos the wood to hear ; 
Knows not the sweetness of his strain* 
Nor that, above the tuneful train. 

He charms tbe lover's ear. 

Tbe zone of Venns, heavenly fine. 
Is nature's handiwork divine, 

And not the web of art ; 
And they who wear it never know 
To what enchanting charm they owe 

The empire of the heart. 
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OSSIAN S HTMN TO THE SUK. 

O THOU whose beams the sea-girt earth array, 
King of the sky, and father of the day ! 
O sun ! what fountain, hid from human eyes, 
Supplies thy circle round the radiant skies. 
For ever burning, and for ever bright. 
With Heaven's pure fire, and everlasting light ? 
What awful beauty in thy face appears ! 
Immortal youth, beyond the power of years ! 

When gloomy darkness to thy reign resigns. 
And from the gates of mom tliy glory shines, 
The conscious stars are put to sudden flight, 
And all the planets hide their heads in night; 
The queen of Heaven forsakes the etheml plain, 
To sink inglorious in the western main. 
The clouds refulgent deck thy golden throne, 
High in the heavens, immortal and alone ! 
Who can abide the brightness of thy face ! 
Or who attend thee in thy rapid race ! 
The mountain oaks like their own leaves decay ; 
Themselves the mountains weaf with age away ; 
The boundless main that rolls from land to land, 
Lessens at times, and leaves a waste of sand ; 
The silver moon, refulgent lamp of night, 
Is lost in heaven, and emptied of her light ;^ 
But thou for ever shalt endure the same. 
Thy light eternal, and unspent thy flame. 

When tempests with their train impend on high, 
Darken the day, and load the labouring sky ; 
Wlien heaven's wide convex glows with lightnings 

dire, 
All ether flaming, and all earth on fire ; 
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When loud and long the deeiMxi(mth*d thunder 

rolls, 
And peals on peaU. redoubled rend tb.e poles ; — 
If from tbf^^peniDg clouds thy form iH^pears, 
Her woiUedtcburm the fiiCjB of nature wear» ; 
Thy beauteous orb restores departed day. 
Looks frona the sky* and laughs the s^rm away. 



ODE WRITTEN IN SPAING. 

No longer .hoary yrinter reigns^ 

No longer binds the streams in chains, 

Or/heaps with snow ]the uieadis ; 
Array *d with Bobe of rainbovrdye, 
At last the spring appears on high^ 
And, sQuUng over earth and sky, 

Her new creation leads. 

The snowsiconless a wanner ray, 
The loosen*d streamlet loves to stray 

And echo down the dale; 
The hilU- uplift their summits green, 
The vales more verdant spread between, 
The cockoo in die wood unseen 

Coos ceaseless to ih6 gale. 

The rainbow arching woos the ey^, 
"With all the colours of the sky, 

With m tbe pride of spring :. 
Now heaven desicends in stinny showers, 
The: sudden fields put on tht^ flowers, 
The green leaves wave upotii tlie bowers. 

And birds begin to sing. . 
F 



'tht eattl^ ^fiuikr in die ^odd. 
And find the wanton verdant food. 

Beside th« welUknowft till* $ 
Blithe in (he s&n tbe sbej^isFd sfraikt. 
Like Pan, aUunes the pastoral stkiift. 
While many echoes sedd again 

The mu^ ^ tfie hills. 

At eve, the primrose path along, 
The milkmaid shortens with a son^ 

Her solitary way ; 
She sees the fairies, with their quecn^ 
Trip hafad in liimd Aa eird^ gi^e^ti. 
And hears them raise at times, unseen. 

The ear-encbmting lay. 

Maria, come f Now let us rove^ 
Now gather garlands in the grove, 

Of every new-spnmg flowef ; 
We'll hear the warblings of thewood^ . 
We'll trace the windings of the ftood ^ 
O come, thou fairer than the bud 

Unfolding in a shower ! 

Fair as the lily df the vate^ 
That gives its tesoBa to the gale 

And opens in the sun ; 
And sw«eter than thy AtKOurite di>v«^ 
The Venus of the Vernal grove. 
Announcing to the choirs of love 

Their time of bliss begu«k» 

Now, now thy spring of life appeats^ 
Fait in the morning of thy'yeim, 

And May of beauty crown'd c 
Now vemat visions meet thine vy%9^ 
Poetic dretms to fimcy rise^ 
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And brighter day* in better sties ;«»• 
Eljatum blooms around. 

Now, now *s tbe morntog of thy cUy ; 
But, ah ! the morning flies away, 

And youth is on the wing ; 
'Tis Nature's voice, " O pull the rose, 
Now while tbe bud in beauty blows, 
Now while the opening leaves disclose 

Tbe incense of the spring !'* 

What youth, high favoured of the skies, 
What youth shall win the br^btert pme 

That Nalure has in store ? 
Whose oonacioos eyes shall meet with thine ; 
Whose arms thy yieldii^ waut entwine ; 
Who^ ravisb'd with thy charms divine, 

Requires of Heaven no more ! 

Not happier 'the ^mevaL panr, 

When new-nade earth, supremely fair, 

Smiled'On her virgin spring $ 
When all Was fair to God*s own eye, 
When stars consenting suilg on high, . 
And all heaven's chorus made tbe sky 

With hallelujahs ring. 

Devoted to the Muses* choir, 
I tune the Caledonian lyre 

To themes of high renown : 
No other theme than you Til choose, 
Than you invoke no other Muse : 
Nor will that gentle hand refuse 

Thy bard with bays to crown. 

Where hills by storied streams ascend, 
My dreams and waking wishes tend 
Poetic ease to woo -, 



124 SONG. 

Where fidiy fingers curl the grove, 
Where Grecian spirits round me rov^ 
Alone enamour'd with the love 
Of Nature and of you. 



soma. 



The day is departed, and round frooi the clood 

The moon in her beauty appears ; 
The voice of the nigbtingiile warbles aloud 

The music of love in our ears: 
Maria, appear \ now the season so sweet 

With the beat of the heart is in tune ; 
' The time is so tender for lovers to meet 

Alone by the light of the moon. 

I cannot when, present unfold what I feel, 

1 sig h Can a lover do more ? 
Her name to the shepherds I never reveal, 

Yet I think of her all the day o*er. 
Maria, my love ! do you long for the grove ? 

Do you sigh for an interview soon ? 
Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 

Alone by the light of the moon ? 

Your name from the shepherds whenever I bear. 

My bosom is all in a glow ; 
Your voice when it vibrates so sweet thro* mine ear, 

My heart thrills*-my eyes overflow. 
Ye powers of the sky, will your bounty divine 

Indulge a fond lover bis boon ? 
Shall heart spring to heart, and Maria be mine, 

Alone by the light of the moon 2 
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In vain I court, till dawning light, 
The coy divinity of Night ; 

Restless from side to side I turn 

Arise, ye musings of the mom I 

Ob, Sleep 1 though banish'd from those eyes, 
In visions fair to Delia rise ; 
And o*er a dearer ibrm diffuse 
Thy healing balm, thy lenient dews. 

Blest be her night as infant's rest, 
Luird on the fond maternal breast, 
Who, sweetly playful, smiles in sleep, 
Nor knows that he is born to weep. 

Remove the terrors of the night. 
The phantom forms of wild affright, 
The shrieks from precipice or flood^ 
And starting scene that swims with blood. 

Lead her aloft to blooming bowers, 
And beds of amaranthine flowers, 
And golden skies, and glittering streams, 
That paint the paradise of dreams. 

Venus ! present a lover near. 
And gently whisper in her ear 
His woes, who, lonely and forlorn, 
Counte the slow clock from night till morn. 

Ah ! let no portion of my pain. 
Save just a tender tracer remain ; 
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Asleep consenting to be kind, 

And wake with Daphnis in her mind. 



ODE TO A YOONG LADY. 

Mabia» bright with bcBaty's glow. 
In conscious gaiety you go 

The pride of all the Park : 
Attracted groups in sUence gaa«> 
And soft, behind, you hear the praise 

And whisper of the spark. 

In fancy's airy chariot whirl'd, 
You make the circle of the world, 

And dance a dizzy round : 
The maids and kindling youths behold 
You triumph o*er the enviou» old. 

The queen of beauty crown'd. 

Where'er the beams of fortune blaze. 
Or fashion's whispering zephyr pbyOy 

The insect tribe, attends ; . 
Gay glittering throu^ a summer's d^jp 
The silken myriads melt away 

Before a sun descends. 

Divorced from elegant delight, 
The vulgar Venus holds her night 

An alien to the skies ; 
Her bosom breathes no finer fire, 
No radiance of divine desire 

Illumes respon»ve ejws. 
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Gods! i»h«llftto«MsQiiofewrA 
InfM ft f9rm of beafenly biitb. 

And iwrisb joys ditine ; 
An angel bless unconscious arms ? 
Tbe ci^e of aorrendefc'd cbanns 

UoJullow-d hAnda «otwiae ? 

The absent day ; tbe broken dream; 
The visioil wild; tbe'sadden-fidream ; 

Tears that unbidden ioir f-^.*:. 
Ah ! let no sense of griefs profound 
That beauteous bosom ever wound 

With una?ailing woe ! ' 

The wild enchanter youth beguiles. 
And fiincy*s fairy landscape smiles 

With more than Nature's bloom ^ 
Tbe spring of Eden paints your bowers, 
Unsetting sif ns yo\ir promised boum 

With golden light illume. 

A hand advancing strikes the bell ! 
That eotind dissolves tbe magic speUf 

And an the charm is goM ! 
The visionary landscape flies : 
At once the aefiid music diea; 

In wUdA ywa walk alone; 

Howe*er the wind of fortune blows, 
Or sadljffleteringjfare dJ^pose^ 

Our everlaatiflg doom j 
Impressions never felt before, 
And tnospocta ta. return no more^ 

.Witthamit me.to the.'tembl 

My Gpd ! ' the p^ngs of natore past» 

Will e'er .a kmd r^mo^riace lA9t^ 

Of pfeasoreiijadlji sweet ? : ' 
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Can love flMume ft calmer mime ? 
My eye« with fKeodsbip*^ angel flame 
An angd*s beauty meet? 

Ah ! shdrold that first of finer forms 
Require, throikgh life's impeililitig storms, 

A sympathy of soul ? 
The loved Maria of the mind 
Will aend me, on the- wings of wind, 

- To Indus or tfae Pole. 



ODB TO A MAK OF LETI^BRS. 

Lo, winter's hoar dominion past ! 
Arrested in his eastern blast 

The fiend oT Nature fiies; 
Breathing the spring, the zephyrs play, 
And, re-enthroned the Lord of day 

Resumes the golden skies. 

Attendant on the menial hours, 
The voluntary shades and flowers 

For rural lovers spring ; 
Wild dioirs unseen in concert Joiii, - 
And round Apollo's rustic shrine 

The sylvan muses sing. 

The finest vernal bloom that blo^vij 
The sweetest voiee the forest knbii^ 

Arise to vanish soon ; 
The rose unfolds her robe of light, ' 
And Pbilomehi gives her bight - 

To Richmond and to June* > 
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With bMifided n% and frtosient grace, 
Thud^ Varro, holds the huniim race 

Their place and hour assign*d ; 
lK>ud let the venal trumpet sound, 
Respoiiffive never will rebound 

The echo of mankind. 

YoD forms dWine that deck ^e sphere. 
The radiant rulers of the year, 

Confess a nobler hand ; 
Throned in the majesty of morn, 
Behold the King of day adorn 

The skies, the sea, the land. 

Nor £dabe Almighty nuse the sky, 
Nor hang the eternal lamps on high 

On one abode to shine ; 
The circle of a thousand suns 
Extends, while Nature's period runs, 

The theatre divine. 

Thus some, whom smiling Nature hails 
To sacred spritigs, and chosen vales, 

And streams of old renown. 
By noble toils and worthy scars, 
^all win their mansion 'mid the stars, 

And wear th* immortal crown. 

Bright in the firmament of fame^ 
The Mghts of ancient ages flame 

TVith never-setting ray ; 
On worlds unfound from history torn, 
0*er 1^^ deep in time unborn, 

To pour the human day. 

Won from neglected wastes of time, 
Apollo hails his fairest clime. 
The provinces of mind ; 
FJ 
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An Egypt,* with etenuJ towen. 
See Montesquieu redeem the houra> 
From LouiiE^ to maokiod. 

No tame remission genius knows ; 
Ko intenral of dark repose. 

To quench the ethereal flame ; 
From Thebes to Troy the victor hies. 
And Homer with his hero vies 

In varied paths to fame. 

The orb whidi ruled thy natal night, 
And usher*d in a greater light 

Than sets tbe pole on fire ; 
With undiminish'd lustre crow|i*d. 
Unwearied walks the eternal round. 

Amid the heavenly quire» 

Proud in triumphal chariot hurPd, 
And crown*d the masters of the world, 

Ah ! let not Philip's son, 
His. soul in Syrian softness drown*d, 
His brows with Persian garlands bound, 

The race of pleasure run ! , 

With crossing thoughts Alcides preas'd, 
The awful goddess thus address*d 

And pointing to the prize : 
« Behold the wreath of glory shine ! 
And mark the onward path divine 

That opens to the skies ! 

The heavenly fire must ever bum. 
The hero's step must never turn 
From yon sublime abodes : 

« llie finest provinces of Egypt, gained from a neglectec 
waste. 
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Long must thy life of labours prove 
At last to did the son of Jove, 

And mingle with the gods.*' 



THE LOVERS. 

CThc LoTCTs, In the following Poem, were descended of 
hovucs that had been long at rariance. The Lady is 
first introduced as leaving h» fatlier'8 house, and ven. 
tuxing oot in Uie daikness of the night to meet with her 
Lover. They meet at the appointed hour. The rest of 
the dialogue passes in the chariot] 

Harriet* 
'Tra midnight dark ; ^tis silence deep ; 
My father's house is hush'd in sleep ; - 
In dreams the lover meets his Inride, 
She sees her lover at her side ; 
The mourner's voice is now suppressed, 
A while the weary are at rest : 
*Tis midnight dark ; 'tis dlenoe deep ; 
I only wake, «nd wake to weep.— 
The window's drawn, the ladder waits, 
I spy no watchman at the gates : 
No tread re-echoes through die hall, 
No shadow moves along the wall. 
I am alone. 'Tis dreary night— 
O come, thou partner ef my flight ! 
Shield me from darkness, from alarms ; 
O take me trembling to thine arms !— 
The dog howls ditaial in the heath, 
The raven croaks the dirge of death ; . 
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Ah roe ! dituster's in fh^ Mund ! 

The terrors of the night «ie rouod ; 

A sad mischance my hf^n forehodie» 

The demon of the dark 's abroad, 

And lures, with apparition dire, 

The night-struck man through flood and fire. 

The howlet screams ill-boding sounds; 

The spirit walks unholy rounds ; 

The wizard's hour ectipsipg rolls ; 

The shades of hell usurp the poles ; 

The moon retires ; the he^yeo departs— 

From opening earth a spe^re starts ; 

My spirit dies— —Away my fears. 

My love^ my life, my lord, appears I 

Henry, 
I come, I come, my love ! my life I 
And nature's dearest name, my wife ! 
Loiyif have I Ipved thee ; long have sought; 
And dangers beaved, and battles fimght: 
In this embrace oub evils, end ; 
From this our better days ascend ; 
The year of siifieFing now is o'er. 
At last we meet to part no more * 
My lovely Inridev my mnsort, come f 
The rapid chariot rolls thee home. 

ffarriei. 
I fear to g o I dare not stay. 
Look back— -I dare not look that way* 

Henry, 
No evil ever shall betide 
My love, while I am at her side. 
Lo ! thy protector and thy fi^end ; 
The anns that fold thee will defend. 



\ 
JffatrieL 
Still beats my boaoBi wlfli alarms ; 
I tremble wbile Vm in thy arms! 
Wbat wi11.impassioD*d lovers do; 
What have I done— to follow you ? 
I leave a father tpm with fears.; . 
I leave a mother batlied in tears.; 
A brother girding on his sword 
Against my life, against. my lord. 
Now, without father, mother, friendi 
On thee my future days depend ; 
Wilt thou, for ever, true to love^ 
A father, (oother, broUier prove ? 
O Henry !-r— to thy arn^s I M, 
My friend 1 my husband ! and my all ! 
Alas ! what hazards may I run ! 
Shouldst thou forsake me-— 'l'i» undone. 

Jfenr$f. 
My Harriet, dissipate ttiy fears, 
And let a husband wipe thy tears ; 
For evc^ join*d our fates, combine^ 
And I am yours, and yoii are mine. 
The fires the firmament that rend. 
On this devoted head descend. 
If e'er In thought from thee I rove, 
Or love thee less thao now I love 1 
Although our fathers hftve been CoeSi 
From bi^ed strongier love arose ; 
From adverse, briers ihat tbreat«!iilDg stood, 
And threw a horror o*er the wood. 
Two lovely roses met on high, 
Traofiplanted M> a better sky* 
And, grefled in one stock, they grow, 
In u9>QXk Sirring, in beauty blow. 
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ffairiet. 
My heart belieres my love ; but still 
My boding mind presages ill : 
For luckless e?er was our love, 
Dark as the sky that hung above. 
While we embraced, we shook with fears, 
And with -our kisses mingled tears : 
We met with muraHirs and with sighs, 
And parted Ktill with wateiy eyes. 
An unforeseen and -fatal hand 
Crossed all the measures love had plann'd ; 
Intrusion marr*d the tender hour, 
A demon surted in the bower : 
If, like the past, the ^ture run, 
And my dark day is but btigun, 
What clouds may hang above my bead ! 
What tears may I have yet to shed ! 

Senry, 
O do not wound that gentle breast ; 
Nor sink, with fancied ills oppressM ; 
For softness, sweetness, all, thou art, 
And love is virtue in thy heart 
Tliat bosom ne*cr shall heave again 
But to the poet*s tender strain ; 
And never more these eyes overflow, ' 
But for a hapless lover*s woe. 
Long on the ocean tempest-toss'd, 
At last we gain the happy coast ; 
And safe recount upon the shore^ 
Our sufferings past, and dangers o*er : 
Past scenes ! the woes we wept erewhile 
Will make our future minutes smile : 
When sudden joy from sorrow springs. 
How the heart thrills through all its strings ! 
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HdrrieL 
My father's castle springs to sight ? . 
Ye towers that gave me to the light ! 
O hills! O vales! where I have play'd; 
Ye woods, that wrapt me in your shade ! 
O scenes I*ve often wander'd o*er ! 

scenes I shall behold no more ! 

1 take a long» last, lingering view-— 
Adieu ! my native laod« adieu 1 

O father, mother, brother dear ! 
O names still utter'd with a tear \ 
Upon whose knees I've sat and smiled, 
Whose griefs my blandishments beguiled ; 
Whom I forsake in sorrows old. 
Whom I shall never more behold ! 
Farewell, my friends, a long farewell, 
Till Ume shall toll the funeral knell. 

Henry, 
Thy friends, thy father's house resign ; 
My friends, my house, my all is thine. 
Awake, arise, my wedded wife, 
To higher thoughts and happier life ! 
For thee the marriage feast is spread. 
For thee the virgins deck the bed ; 
The star of Venus shines above, 
And all thy future life is love. 
They rise, the dear domestic hours \ 
The May of love unfolds her flowers; 
Youth, beauty, pleasure, spread the feast. 
And friendship sits a constant guest : 
In cheerful peace the mom ascends. 
In wine and love the evening ends ; 
At distance grandeur sheds a ray. 
To gild the evening of our day. 
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Connubial love has dearer names, 
And finer ties, atid sweeter claims. 
Than e'er unwedd^ li^rfs can feel, 
Than wedded hearts turn ^*er reveal : 
l^ire, as the Yrharities atx>ve, 
Rise the sweet sympath^^s cf love ; 
And closer cords than those of life 
Unite the husband to the wife. 
Like cherotM new come from itxt skies, 
Henrys and ^nrriets round us rise ; 
And playing wanton in the bal)^ 
With accents sweet their parents call : 
To your Mr images I run ; 
You clasp the husband in the son : 
O how the mother's heart will bound ! 
O how the father's joy be crown'd ! 



A TALE. 



WifEBE pastoriil Tweed, reikown'd in song. 

With rapid murmur flows ; 
In Caledonia's classic groiifld 

The hall of Anlmr rose. 

. A braver Briton neve)r arm'd 

To guard his native isle ; 
A gentler friend did never make 
The social circle smile* 

Twice he arose, from rebel rage 

To save the British croWn ; 
And in the field where heroes strove 

He won him high renown : 
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But to the pboghsbiire turn'd; the sword, 

When bloody war did cease ; 
And in the arbour which he rear*d 

He raised the song of peace. 

An only daughter in his age 

Solaced a father's care ; • 
And all the country bless*d the name 

Of Enrily the Pain 

The picture of her mother's youth, 

(Now sainted in the sky) ; 
She was the angel of his a^e. 

And apple of his eye. 

Something unseen o'er all her form 

Did nameless grace impart; 
A secret charm that won the way 

At once into the heart. 

Her eye the pure ethereal blue, 

Than that did fairer show, 
Whene'er she watch'd a father's look, 

Or wept a lover's woe : 

For now the lover of her youth 

To Indian climes had roved, 
To conquer fortune's cruel rage, 

And match the maid he loved. 

Her voice, the gentle tone of lovej 

Hie heart a captive stole ; 
The tender accent of her tongue 

Went thrilling through the soul. 

The graces that for Natnirci fiiir 
Present us- mimic art, 



Away the t)unum freart, 

She knew not; in the nmplfi robe 

Of elegance and ea8e» . 
Complete she shoqe, aa4 ovor pleaied 

Without the thought to please. 

Instruct the unplaiitecl faresMnb 

1*0 leave its genius wild ; 
Subdue the monster oC t^e wqqt^ 

And make the savage mild : 

But who would give the rose a hue 

Which nature has not given ? 
But who would tame the nightingale^ 

Or bring the lark from heaven ? 

The father, watching o'er his child, 

The joy of fathers found ; 
'And, ble8s*d himself, he stretcfa'd his h^nd 

To bless the neighbours round. 

A patriarch in the vale of peace^ 

To all he gave the law ; 
The good he guarded in their rights, 

And kept .the bad in awe. 

Iiord of his own paternal field. 

He liberal dealt his store ; 
And caird the stranger to his feasg 

The beggar to his door. 

But, all I what mortal knows the hppr 

Of fate ? a hand unseen 
Upon the curtain, ever veftts^ 

And sudden sbiCUthesc^nf, 
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Arthur was sunty for hia ftvukd, 

Who fled to foreign oUiiiIb% 
And left him to the gripe of lavr, 

The yietim of Ins crimes. 

The suD that, rising, saw biaa loid 

Of hill and valley ro^nd. 
Beheld him at bis setting hour, 

WitlMixA one &etof ghmnd. 

Forth fro«i the hall, bo longer bit, 

He is a pilgrim gooc^ ■ 
Apd walks a stranger o*er the fields 

H^ lately caU'dbia I 



The blast of winter whistled loud 
And shrill through the void hall); 

And heavy on his hoary locks 
The ibower of bight did faU. 

Claap*d in his daughter's trembling baad, 

He journeiy*d sad and slow ; 
At times he stopp*d to look behind, 

And team began to flow. 

Wearied^ and faint, and cold, and wet» 

To shelter be did hie ;. 
' Bepeath the covert of this rock. 
My daughter^ let us die!" 

At midnight, in the weary wasta^ 

In sorrow sat the pair ; . < 
She chafed his shivering hands, and wrung 

The water front his hair. 

The sigh apontaneoua nae^ the tear 
Involuntary flow'd; \ <■ \ 
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No word of comlbrt could she speak, 
Nor would she weep aloud. 

** In yonder hall myfadwrs lived, 
In yondW hall they died ; 
Now in that chnvcfa-yard's aisle tliey sleep, 
Each by his spouse^s side. 

'* Oft ha?e I made yon hall resound 
With social, sweet delight ; 
And mn-ked not the liaornibg faoiir, 
That stole upon the night. 

** When there the wanderers of the daik. 
Reposing, ceased to roam ; 
And strangers, happy in the hall, 
Did find themseltes at home ; 

« I little thought that thus, fbrlom. 
In deserts I should bide, 
And have not where to lay the head, 
Amid the world so wide !" 

A stranger, wandering through the wood. 

Beheld the hapless pair ; 
Long did be look in silence sad, 

Then shriek'd as in despair. 

He ran, and lowly at the feet 
Of his late lord he fell ; 
** Alas ! my master, have I lived 
To bid your house farewell! 

" But I will never bid adieu 
To him I prized so high : 
As with my master I have lived 
ril with my masier die. 
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** I saw the suntimer^frieiid; w]i6 shared 
The banquet in youf hall» 
Depart, nor cast one look behind 
On the forsaken wall s 

" I saw the dailj, nightly guest^ 
The changing scene forsake ; 
Nor drop a tear, nor turn his steps 
Hie long £urewell to take: 

" Then to the service of my lord. 
I vow*d a throbhing heart; 
And in the changes of your life 
To bear an humble part. i 

** Forgive the fond officious zeal 
Of one that loves his lord ! 
The new possessor of your field 
A suppliant I implored. 

" I told the treadaery of your friend. 
The story of your wo, « 
And sought bis favour, when I saw 
His tears begin, to flow. 

'* I ask'd the.hamlet of the. bill. 
The lone sequesi3er*d seat, 
Tour^chosen haunt and favourite bower, 
. To be your last retreat. 

" I offered what was all your own 
The gold I had in store ; . 
Low at his feet I fell, and wept 
That I could give no more. 

** Tour gold is yoursy the generous youth 
With gentle accent said ; 
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And cheetfol be fais shed ! 

*< Now Heaven has heaid my pntjiir; IVewish'd 
I could in part repay 
The fkvouiB.your extended fauid 
Bestow'ti from day to day. 

" I yet may see s gariaqd gi^ecn 
Upon the hoary head ; 
Yet see my master bkss'd belbre 
I dwell among this dead !" 

In silence Arthur looked to heaven, 
And clasp*d his £dwin*s hand : 

The eyes of £mily in tears 
Express'd affection bland. 



From opening heaven tito^gosn ap]^ear*d ; 

Fair was the face of night ; . 
Bright in their beauty shene the Aan ; 

The air was flowing light. 

Arthur resumed the pilgrim's ataff ; 

They held their lonely way 
Dim through the forest's dM^Mtie botme, 

Till near the dawning day. 

Then a long line of ruddy iigfat, 

That quivered to and fro, 
Reveal'd their lone retreat, and c1o£m1 

The pilgrimage of woe. 

He enter*d, solemn, slow, and sad, 

The destined hermitage, 
A little and a lonely hut 

To cover hapless age. 
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He clasp*d hte flaii^hifer in iik arms, 
And ki8s*d a faUifig tear ; 
•'^ I have my all, ye gracious Powers ! 
IlwTe inv daughter here !** 

A sober ban^^t to peepore 

Emilia cheeifol goes j 
The faggot blazed, the window glanced, 

The heart of age arbae. 

'* I woakl not be thai; guilty man, 
With all his golden store ; 
Nor change my lot with any wretch, 
That counts his thonstods o*cfr. 

*' Neiw bewat last we «re at home^ 
We can no lower fidl ; 
Low in the cottage peace can dwell. 
As in the lordly hall. 

'* The wants df nat^b^^ar^ iMrt f6W ; 
Her banket soon is apread : 
The tenant of the yale of tears 
Requires but daily bread. 

** The food tha^ gmws in eyeiy fieid 
Will life and beahh priAong ; 
And water from the spring suffice 
To quench the thirsty tongue. 

" But all the Indies, wfifa tMr wealth, 
And earth and air and aeas. 
Will never quench the sickly thirst, 
And'cranng of diieasew 

*< My humble garden to iny band 
Contentment's feast will yield ; 
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And ia the seasom harvest white 
Will load my Utile field. 

*• Like Nature's simple children, here. 
With Nature's self we'll live. 
And of the little liiat is left, 
Have something stiU to give. 

<< The sad vicissitudes of life 

Long have I learn'd to bear ; 
But oh ! my daughter, thou art lieir 
To sorrow and to care ! 

<< How flball tb«t fine and flowery form, 
In silken folds con6ned, 
That scarcely faced the summer's gale, 
Endure the wintry wind! 

" Ah ! how wilt thou sustain a sky 
With angry tempest red ! ^ 
How wilt thou hear the bitter storm 
That's banging o'er thy head ! 

'' Whate'er thy justice dooms, O God! 
I take with temper mild ; 
But oh ! .repay it thousand-fold 
In blessings on my child !" 

« Weep not for me, thou father fond !" 

The virgin soft did say ; 
** Could I contribute to thy peace, 

O, I would bless the day ! 

" The Parent who provides for all 
For us will now provide ; 
These hands have learn'd the gayer arts 
Of elegance and pride : 
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** What once amused a vacant hoiir» 
Sball now the day engage ; 
And vanity shall spread the board 
Of poverty and age. 

*^ At eventide, how blithe we'll meety 
And while the faggots blaze, 
Recount the trifles of the time, 
And dream of better days ! 

«< I'll read the tragic teles of old, 
To sooth a father's woes ; 
I'll lay the pillow for thy bead, 
And sing thee to repose." 

The father wept.—" Thy wondrous hand, 

Almighty, I adore ! 
I bad not known how bless'd I was. 

Had I not been so poor ! 

** Now bless'd be God for what is reft ! 
And bless'd for what is given !— > 
Thou art an angel, O my child ! 
'With thee I dwell in heaven !" 

Then, in the garb of ancient times^ 

They trod the pastohil plain : 
But who describes a summer's day. 

Or paints the halcyon main ? 

One day, a wanderer In the wood 

The lonely threshold press'd ; 
'Tviras then that Arthur's humble roof 

Had first received a guest. 

The stranger told his tender tale : 
** I come from foreign climes ; 
G 
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From countries red With Indian blood. 
And staia*d with Christiao erinies. 

" O may Britannia never hear 

What these sad eyes have seen ! 
May an eternal veil be drawn 
That world and this between ! 

> ** No frantic avarice fired my soul, 

And Heaven my wishes crown*d ; 
For soon a fortune Co my mind 
With innocence I found. 

*^ From exile sad, returning home, 
I kiss*d the sacred earth ; 
And flew to find my native woods. 
And walls that gave tne birth. 

" To church on Sunday fond I went, 
In hopes to mark, unseen, 
All my bid friends, assembled round 
* The circle of the green. 

<^ Alas ! the change that time had made ! 
My ancient friends were gone ; 
Another race possessed tlie walls^ 
And I was left alone ! 

" A stranger among strangen, long 
I look'd from pew to pew ; 
But not the face of one old IHend 
Rose imaged to my view. 

" The horrid plough ha4 razed Aegroen 
Where we have often play*d ; 
The axe had felPd the hawthorn tisee^ 
The sdiool-boy*8 summer shade. 



A TALE. 147 

« One maid, the beauty of the vale, 
Tb whom I vow*d my care, 
And gave my heart, had fled away, 
And none oould tell me where. 

** My cares and toils in foreign climes 
Were for that peerless maid ; 
She rose in beauty by my side : 
My toils were all repaid. 

" By IndiaQ streams I sat alone, 
While on my native isle 
And on my ancient friends I thought, 
And wept the weary while. 

« *Twas she that cheer'd my captive hours, 
She came in every dream, 
As, smiling, on the rear of night, 
Appears the morning beam. 

V In quest of 'her, I wander wild, 

0*er mountain, stream, and plain ; 
And, if I find her not, I fly 
To Indian climes again." 

The father thus began : ** My son, * 

Mourn not thy wretched fate ; 
For he that rules in hekven decrees 

Hiis life a miied state. 

" The stream that carries us along, 
Flows through the vale of tears; 
Yet, on the darkness of our day, 
The bow of Heaven appears. 

" The rose of Sharon, king of flowers, 
Is fenced with prickles round : * 
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Queen of ibe Tald, the lily fair^ 
Among the thorns is found. 

" £*en while we raise the song, we sigb 
The melancholy while ; 
And, down the face of mortal nuui. 
The tear succeeds the smile. 

** Nought pure or perfect here is found; 
iSiif when this night is o*6r, 
The eternal mom will spring on high. 
And we shall weep no more. 

" Beyond the dim horiion far, 
That bounds the mortal eye^ 
A better country blooms to view,. 
Beneath a brighter sky.**-« 

Unseen the trembling virgin heard • 

The stranger's tale of woe ; 
Then enter*d, as an angel bright, 

In beauty's highest glow. 

The stranger rose— he look'd, he gaaed—- 

He stood a statue pale ; 
His heart did throb, his cheek did change, 

His faltering voice did faiL 

At last, « My Emily herself 

Alive in all her charms !'* 
The father kneePd ; the lovers ru8h*d 

To one another's arms. 

In speechless ecstasy entranced 

Long while they did remain ; 
They glow'd, they trembled, and they sobb*d, 

They wept, and wept again. 
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The father lifted up his hands 

To bless the happy pair ; 
HeaTen smiled on JSdward the bdoved, 

And Emily the fair. 



MONIMIA : 



In weeds of sorrow wildly 'dight. 
Alone beneath the gloom of night, 

Monimia went to mourn ; 
She left a mother's fond al^ms, 
She left a father's folding arms ; 

Ah ! never to return ! 

The bell had struck the midnight hour. 
Disastrous planets now had power. 

And evil spirits reign'd ; 
The lone owl, from the cloister'd isle, 
O'er falling fragments of the pile, . 

Ill-boding prophet, phiin'd. 

While down her devious footsteps stray, 
She tore the willows by the way. 

And gazed upon the wave ; 
Then raising wild to heaven her eyes. 
With sobs and broken accents, cries, 

•** 1*11 meet thee in the grave.** 

Bright o*er the border of the stream. 
Illumined by a transient beam. 
She knew the wonted grove: 
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. Her lover's band bad deck'd it fint, 
Aqd roses mix*d with myrtles twiae 
To form the bower of love. 

The tuneful Philomela rose. 

And, sweetly mournful, sung her woes. 

Enamour' d of the tree; 
Touch'd with the melody of woe, 
More tender tears began to flow : 

** She mourns her mate like me. 

'* I loved my lover from a child, 
An^ sweet the youthful cherub smiled. 

And wanton'd o'er the green ; 
He train'd my nightingale to sing. 
He spoil'd the gardens of th^ spring' 
To crown me rural queen. 

" My brother died before his day ; 
Sad, through the church-yard's dreary wiqr» 

We wont to walk at eve ; 
And bending o'er the untimely urn, 
Long at the monument to mourn, 

And look upon his grave. 

" Like forms funereal while *we stand. 
In tender mood he hek) my hand, 

And laid his cheek to mine : 
My bosom beat unknown alarms, 
We wept in one another's arms^ 

And mingled tears divine. 

" From sweet compassion love arose. 
Our hearts were wedded by our woes, 

And paired upon the tomb ; 
Attesting all the powers above, 
A fond romance of fSmcied love 

We vow'd our daya to come. 



IflOMIMlA. tSL 

" A weidfhy lord from Indian skie^ 
Illuairioiift ift my parents' eyes, 

Imi^Nred a mutual raiad ; 
Sad to my chamber I withdrew. 
Bat Harry*» fbotsteps never flew 

The wootttd mStne to find. 

** Xbree nights in dire suspense I sat 
Alone ; the fourth oonvey*d my fate, 

Sent from a foreign shore ;*— 
Go^ where thy wandering wishes tend, 
Go, and embrace thy fkther^s friend, 
Ton never see me more ! 

<* Despair ! distraction ! I obey*d. 
And one disorder*d moment made 

An ever-wretched wife. 
Ah ! in the circuit of one sun, 
Heaven ! I was wedded and undone, 
^d desolate for life ! 

" Apart my wedding robes I tore, 
And guarded tears now gushing o*er 

Distain'd the bridal bed : 
Wild 1 invoked the funeral yell. 
And sought devoted now to dwell 
For ever with the dead. 

** My lord to Indian climates went, 
A letter from my lover sent 

Renew'd eternal woes :*» 
Before my love my last words greet, 
Wrapt in the weary witiding sheet, 

I in the dust repose ! 

" Peihaps your parents have deceived. 
Perhaps too rashly I bdtevcd 
A tale of ftreaebdrous art ; 
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Monimia ! could yoa now behold 
The youth you lo?ed in sorrows oki» 
Oh ! it would break thy heart ! 

" Now in the grave for ever laid, 
A constant solitary shade 

Thy Harry hangs o*er thee ! 
For you T fled my native sky ; 
Loaded with life for you T die : 

My love, remember me \ 

** Of all the promises of youth, 
The tears of tenderness and truth. 

The throbs that lovers send; 
Tlie vows in one another's anns, 
The seci^t sympathy of charms ; 

My God ! is this the end !*' 

*' She said, and rushing from the bower^ 
Devoted sought in evil hour 
The promontory steep ; 
Hung o*er the margin of the main. 
Her fix'd and earnest eyeballs strain 
The dashing of the deep^ 

'* Waves that resound from shore to shore ! 
Rocks loud rebellowiag to the roar 

Of oceao, storm, and wind ! 
Your elemental war is tame 
To that which rages in my frame. 

The battle of the mind !" 

With downcast eye and musing mood, 
A lurid interval she stood, 

The victim of despair ; 
Her arms then tossing to the skies, 
She pour*d in Nature's ear her cries,- 
" My God! my Father! where !"•«- 



Wild on the snmurit of the steep 
She ruminated long the deep, 

And felt her freezing blood ; 
Approacl)ing feet she heard behind, 
Then swifter than the winged wind 

She plunged into the flood. 

Her form emerging from the wave 
Both parents saw, but could not save ; 

The shriek of death aroee ! 
At once she sunk to rise no more; 
And, sadly sounding to the shore^ 

The parted billows dose ! 



ODE; WRITTEN IN A VISIT TO THE 
COUNTRY IN AUTUMN. 

*Ti8 past ! no more the summer blooms ! 

Ascending in the rear. 
Behold congenial autumn comes» 

The Sabbath of the year ! 
What time thy holy whispers breathe 
The pensive evening shade beneath. 

And twilight consecrates the floods; 
While Nature strips her garment gay, 
And wears the vesture of decay, 
O let me wander through the sounding woods. 

Ah ! well-known streams ! A^ ! wonted groves. 

Still pictured in my mind ! 
Oh ! sacred scene of youthful loves, 

Whose image lives behind ! 
G3 
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While sad I ponder on the past, 
The joys that most no longer last ; 

The wild flower strown on summeK's bier, 
The dying music of the grove, 
And the last el^ies of love. 
Dissolve the soul, and draw the tender tear ! 

Alas! the hospitable hall 

Where youth and friendship play'd, 
Wide to the winds a ruin*d wall 

Projects a death-like shade ! 
The charm is ranish^d from the vales ;. 
No voice with virgin whispers hails. 

A stranger to his native bowers : 
No more Arcadian mountains bloom, 
Nor Enna valleys breathe perfume, 
The fancied Eden fades with all its flowers. 

Companions of the youthful scene, 

Endear'd from earliest days f 
With whom I sported on the green, 

Or roved the woodland maze ! 
Long eiiled from your native dime. 
Or by the thunder stroke of time 

Snatch*d to the shadows of despair; 
1 hear your voices in the wind, 
Your forms in every walk I find, 
I stretch my arms ; ye vanish into air f 

My steps, when innocent and youngs 

These fairy paths pursued ; 
And, wandering o*er the wild, I sung 

My fiincies to the' wood. 
I moum'd the linnet-lover*s &te. 
Or turtle from her murder'd mate, 

Condemned the widow*d hours to wail: 
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Or, while the mournful visioii rose, 
I sought to weep for imaged woes. 
Nor real life heUeved a tragic tale ! 

Alas ! misfortune's doud unkind 

May summer soon o'ercast ; 
And cruel &te*s untimely wind 

All human beauty blast ! 
The wrath of Nature smites our bowers, 
And promised fruits, and cherish'd flowerS) 

The hopes of life in embryo sweeps ; 
Pale o*er the ruins of his 'prime, 
And desolate before his time, 
In silence sad the mourner walks and weeps ! 

Relentless power ! whose fated stroke 

0*er wretched man prevails ; 
Ha ! love's eternal chain is broke. 

And friendship's covenant fails ! 
Upbraiding forms ! a moment's ease— 
O memory ! how shall I appease 

The bleeding shade, the unlaid ghost? 
What charm can bind the gushing eye? 
What voice console the incessant sigh. 
And everUsting longings for the lost ? 

Yet not unwelccMne waves the wood 

That hides me in its gloomy 
While lost in melancholy mood 

I muse upon the tomb. 
Their chequer'd leaves the branches shed ; 
Whirling in eddies o'er my head, 

They sadly sigh, that winter's near : 
The warning voice I hear behind 
That shakes the wood without a wind, 
And solemn sounds the death-bell of the year. 



Nor will I court Leihefln sUreuns, 

The forrowing sense to steep ; 
Nor drink oblivion of the themes 

On which I love to weep. 
BeUted oft by fiiUed rill, 
While nightly o'er the haUow*d hill 

Aerial music seems to mourn, 
I'll listen autumn's closing strain ; 
Then woo the walks of youth again. 
And pour my sorrows o'er the untimely urn I 
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I. — THE PRAYER OF JACOB. 

O God of Abraham ! by whose hood 

Thy people still are fed; 
Who, through this weary pilgrimagf. 

Hast all our fathers led ! 

Our vows, our prayers, we now present 
Before thy throne of grace ; 

God of our fathers, be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 

Through each perplexing path of life 

Our wandering footsteps guide, 
Give us by day our daily bread, 
, And ndment fit provide. 

O spread thy covering wings around. 
Till all our wanderings cease. 

And at our Father's loved abode 
Our feet arrive in peace. 
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Now with the humble voice of prayer 

Thy mercy we implore ; 
Then with the grateful voice of praise 

Thy goodness we*Il adore. 



II. — THE COMPLAINT OF NATURE. 

Few are thy days, and full of woe, 

O man of woman bom ! 
Thy doom is written, " Dust thou art^ 

And Shalt to dust return." 

Determined are the days that fly 

Successive o'er thy head ; 
The number'd hour is on the wing, 

That lays thee with the dead. 

Ala4 ! the little day of life 

Is shorter than a span ; 
Yet black with tliousand hidden ills 

To miserable man. / 

Gay is thy morning ; flattering hope 

Thy sprightly step attends ; 
But soon the tempest howls behind. 

And the dark night descends. 

Before its splendid hour, the cloud 
Comes o*er the beam of light : 

A pilgrim in a weary land, 
Mi^ tarries but a ni^t. 

# 
Behold ! sad embleiyi of thy state. 
The flowers that paint the field ; 
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Or trees, that crown the mountain's brow, 
And boughs and blossoma yield. 

When cbQl the blast of winter blows^ 

Away the summer flies, 
The flowers resign their sunny robes. 

And all their beauty dies^ 

Nipt by the year, the forest fade»; 

And, shaking to the wind, 
The leaves toss to and fro, and streak 

The wilderness behind. 

The winter past, reviving flowers^ 

Anew shidl paint the plain ; 
The woods sh^l hear the voice of sprjjpg. 

And flourish green again : 

But man departs this earthly seens. 

Ah ! never to return ! 
No second spring shall e'er revive 

The ashes of the urn. 

The inexorable doors of death . 

What hand can e*er unfold ? 
"Who from the cerements of the tomb 

Can raise the human mould ? 

The mighty flood that rolls along 

Its torrents to the main. 
The waters lost can ne*er recall 

From that abyss again. 

The days, the years, the ages, dark 

Descending down to night, 
Can never, never be redeem'd 

Back to the gates of light 
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So man departs ihe living scene. 

To night's perpetual gloom ; 
The voice of morning ne*er shall break 

The slumbers of the tomb. 

Where are our fathers ? wlnthergone 

The mighty men of old ? 
The patriarchs, prophets, princes, kings. 

In sacred books enroIl*d ? 

Gone to llie resting-place of man, 

The everlasting home. 
Where ages past have gone before. 

Where future ages come. 

Thos Nature pour*d the irail of woe^ 

And urged her earnest 07 ; 
Her voice in agony extreme 

Ascended to the sky. 

The Almighty heard ; then from his throne 

In majesty he rose ; 
And from the heaven, that open*d wide, 

His voice in mercy flows. 

*< When mortal man resigns his breatli. 
And falls a clod of clay, 
The soul immortal wings its flight 
To never*setting day. 

" Prepared of old lor wicked men 

The bed of torment lies ; 

The just shall enter into bliss 

Immortal in the skies.** 
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III.— TRUST IN FROVIDSKCE. 

AiMiaour Father of raatikind, 
On thee my hopes reznaio ; 

And when the day of m>uble comes, 
I shall not trust in vain. 

Thou art our kind Preserver, from 

The cradle to the tomb ; 
And I was cast upon thy care, 

£ven from ray mother's womb. 

In early years thou wast my guide, 
And of my youth the friend : 

And as my days began with thee, 
With thee my days shall end. 

I know the Power in whom I trust, 
The arm on which I lean ; 

He will my Saviour ever be. 
Who has my Saviour been. 

In former times* when troi4))le came, 
Thou didst not stand afar ; 

Nor didst thou prove an absent friend 
Amid thtB din of war. 

My God, who causedst me to hope, 

When life began to beat; 
And when a stranger in the world, 

Didst guide my wandering feet ; 
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Thou wilt not cast me off, when age 

And evil days descend ; 
Thou will not leare rae in despair, 

To mourn my latter end. 

Therofortt in lift lil trust to t&ee^ 

In death I will adore ; 
And after death wlU sing thy pcaiae. 

When time shall be no more. 



IV. — HBAVANLY WISDOM. 

O HAWV is the man who hears 
Instruction's warning voice, 

And who celestial wisdom makes 
His early, only choice. 

For she has treasures greater lar 

Than east or west unfold, 
And her reward is more secure 

Than is the gain of gold. 

In her right hand she holds to view 

A length of happy years ; 
And in her 1^ the prize of flime 

And honour bright appears. 

She guides the young, with innocence^ 
In pleasure's path to tread ; 

A crown of glory she bestows 
Upon the hoary head. 

According as her labours rise. 
So her rewards increase ; 
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Her ways are ways of pleasantness. 
And all ber palhaara peace. 



HYMN V. 



Behold ! the mountain of the Lord 

In lattet days shall rise 
Above the mountains and the hiUs, 

And draw the wondering eyes. 

To this the joyful nations round. 
All tribes and tongues, shall flow ; 

Up to the hill of God, they*!! say, 
And to his house we*l! go. 

The beam that shines on Zion hill 

Shall lighten every land ; 
The King who reigns in Zion towers 

Shall all the world command. 

No strife shall vex Messiah's reign, 

Or mar the peaceful years, 
To ploughshares soon th^ beat their swords^ 

To pruning-hooks their spears 

No longer bosM encountering hoBts» 

Their miUions slain deplore ; 
They hang the trumpet in the hall. 

And study war no mote. 

Come then—- -O come from every land. 

To worship at his shrine ; 
And, walking in the light of God, 

With holy beauties shine. 
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Behold ! &e Ambassador Divine^ 

Descending from above, 
To publish to mankind the law 

Of everlasting love ! 

On him, in rich efl^sion pour'd, 
The heavenly dew descends ; 

And truth divine be shall reveal 
To earth's remotest ends. 

No trumpet-sound, at his ^tpproacb. 
Shall strike the vrondering ears ; 

But still and grentle breathe the voice 
In which the God appears. 

By bis kind hand the shaken reed 
Shall raise its falling frame ; 

The dying embers shall revive, 
And kindle to a flame. 

. The onward progress of his zeal 

Shall never know decline. 
Till foreign lands and distant isles 

B.eceive the law divine. 

He who spread forth the arch of lieaven, 

And bade the planets roll. 
Who laid the basis of the earth, 

And form*d the human soul,—- 

Thus saitli the Lord, *^ Thee have I sent, 
A Prophet from the sky, 
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Wide o'er the nations to proclaim 
The message from on high. 

<< Before thj face the shades of deatb 
Shall tike to sudden flight ; 
The people who in darkness dwell 
Shall hail a glorious light; 

« The gates of brass shall ^sunder bursty 
The iron fetters fall ; 
The promised jubilee of heaven 
Appointed rise o*er all. 

«« And lo ! presaging fhy approach^ 
The heathen temple shake, 
And trembling in forsaken fanes, 
The fabled idols quake.^ 

*< I am Jehovah : I am One : 

My name shall now be known ; 
No idol shall usurp my praise, 
Nor mount into my throne." 

Irf>, former scenes, predicted once, 
Conspicuous rise to view ; 

And future scenes, predicted now, 
l^all be accomplished too. 

Now sing a new song to the Lordi 
Let ewth his praise resound ; 

Te who upon the ocean dwell. 
And fill the isles around. 

O city of the Lord ! begin 

The universal song ; 
And let the scattered villages 

The joyful potes prokmg. 



Hniii& 



LetKdbr'«i 

lift up the Wndj voice ; 
And let the tenents of the nM^ 

Witht 




O from tfie f 

Uoto Jdiovab i 
And joffal from the moantain tops 

Shoot to the Leid the King ! 

Let all oontHoefl with one aiccord 

Jdiovah's glerice raise. 
Till in icmoCest bounds of earth 

The mitioDs aoond his praise. 



HTMN VII. 



Messiah ! at lb j ghd approach 
The bowling wilds ara still ! 

Thy praises fill the lonely waste. 
And breathe from every hill. 

The hidden fountains, at thy call, 
Their sacnd stores unlock; 

Jjoad in the desert, sudden streams 
Bunt b^ng from the rock. 

The incense of the spring asoeads 
Upon the morning gaSe ; 

Red o*er ttie hill the roses bloom, 
The lilies in the vale. 

Renewed, the earth a robe of Jight, 
A robe of beauty, wean; 
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And in new heafeas a brighter sim 
Leads on the promised yean. 

The kingdom of Messiah corner 

Appointed times disclose ; 
And fiurer in Kmmaauersland 

The new creation glows. 

Let Israel to the Prince of Peace 

The loud bosannah sing ! 
'With hallelujahs and with hymns, 

O Zion, hail thy King ! 
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When Jesus, by the Virgin brought, 
So runs the law of Heaven, 

Was offered holy to the Lord, 
And at the altar gi?en ; 

Simeon the Just and the Demut, 
Who, frequent in the fane, 

Had for the Saviour waited long, 
But watted still in vain. 

Came, Heaven directed, at die hour 
When Mary held her Son ; 

He stretched forth lus aged arms, 
While tears of gladneas run : 

"With holy joy upon his Ace 
The good old father smiled, 

"While fondly in faia>witfaer'd arms 
He clasp*d the promised Chiid. 
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And then he lifted up to Hesvea ' 

An earnest asking eye ; 
My joy is full, my hour is come, 

Loid, let tby servant die ! 

At last my arms embrace my Lon^ 
Now let their vigour cease ; 

At last my eyes my Saviour see. 
Now let them close in peace ! 

The star and glory of the land 
Hath now begun to shine ; 

The morning that shall gild the globe- 
Breaks on these eyes of mine ! 
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Wberv high the heavenly temple stands^ 
The house of God not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our nature wears, 
The Patron of mankind appears. 

He who for men in mercy stood. 
And pour*d on earth his precious blood. 
Pursues in Heaven bis plan of grace, 
The guardian God of human race. 

Though now ascended up on high. 
He bends on earth a brother's eye ; 
Partaker of the human name, 
He knows the'frailty of our frame. 

Our fellow-su£ferer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains j; 
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And sdll remembers in the skies 
His tears, and agonies, and cries. 

In every pang that rends the heart 
The man of sorrows bad a part ; 
He sympathizes in our grief, 
And to the sufferer sends relief. 

With boldness, therefore, at the throne 
Let us make all our sorrows known, 
And ask the aids of heavenly power, 
To help us in the evil hour. 
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TRAGEDY. 



Utcunque ferent ea fiicta nepotes, 
Vindt amor patrie. 



PERSONS IN THE DRAMA. 



King John. 

Ambassador. 

Lavtgton, Archbishop tf Canterbury, 

Albemarle^ with Norman Lords. 

Ardeit, with the Saxon Lords. 

Elvine. 

Edgar. 

French Ambassador. 

Elyina. 
Emma. . 



PROLOGUE. 



BtroKE the records of renown were kept, 

Or theatres for dying heroes wept. 

The race of fame by rival chiefs was run, 

The world by former Alexanders won y 

Ages of glory in long order rolPd, 

New empires risiog on the wreck of old ; 

Wonders were wrought by Nature in her prime. 

Nor was the ancient world a wilderness of time. 

Yet lost to fame is virtue's orient reign ; 
The patriot lived, the hero died in vain. 
Dark night descended o*er the human day, 
And wiped the glory of the world away ; 
Whirrd round the gulf, the acts of time were 

tost, 
Then in the vast abyss for ever lost. 

Virtue, from fame^disjoin*d, began to plain 
Her votaries few, and unfrequented fane. 
Her voice ascended to almighty Jove ; 
He sent the Muses from the throne above.. 

The Bard arose ; and, full of heavenly fire. 
With band immortal touch *d the immortal lyre ; 
Heroic deeds in strains heroic sung. 
All E^rth resounded, all Heaven's arches rung ; 
The world applaud what they approved before ; 
Virtue and fame took separate paths no more. 

Hence to the Bard, interpreter of Heaven, 
The chronicle of fame by Jove is given ; 
His eye the volume of the past explores. 
His hand unfolds the everlasting doors ; 
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In Minos* majesty he lifts die head. 
Judge of the world, and sovereign of the dead ; 
On nations and on Kings in sentence sits. 
Dooms to perdition, or to Heaven admits ; 
Dethrones the tyrant, though in Iriumph hiuri*d. 
Calls up the hero from the eternal world. 
Surrounds his head with wreaths that ever bloomy 
And vows the verse that triumphs o*er the tomb. 

While here the Muses warbled from their sbrioi^ 
Oft have you listen'd to the voice divine. 
A nameless youth beheld, with noble rege^ 
One subject still a stranger to the stage ; 
A name that's munc to the British ear ! 
A name that's wocshipp'd in the British sphere ! 
Fair Liberty ! the Goddess of the Isle, 
Who blesses England with a guardian smile. 

Britons ! a scene of glory draws to-night ! 
The fathers of the land arise to sight : 
The legislators and the chiefs of old, 
The roll of patrioto and the barons bold, 
Who greatly girded with the sword and shield. 
At storied Runnamede's immortal field. 
Did the grand Charter of your freedom draw. 
And found the base of liberty on law. 

Our Author, trembling for his virgin miise^ 
Hopes in the favourite theme a food exciiae. 
If while the tale the theatre commands, 
Your hearts applaud him, he*ll acquit your bands ; 
Proud on his country's cause to build his i 
And add the patriot's to the poet's fiune* 
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ACT I.— SCENE I. 

The Hall of a Banm*t Castie* Martial hmmuS. 
Unter at oppoate dom% AusiciLaLK with Nor- 
man L&rd»f and Abdxn wUk the Saxon ; Arch- M 
bishop i BaronSf Knights, and Squiresy in completi 
arnmurf and with the train of chivalry. 

Archb* Baboks of England's reahn, high Lords 
of ParUamsnt, 
Hereditary guaidiana of the kingdom ! 
Your country calls you to her last defence : 
Our ancient laws, our libertiea» our lives, 
May in a momeBt falL Red o'er our heads 
Ttie ruthless tyrant holds oppression's rod, 
Which, if not warded by heroic hand, 
Will crush the British libertiea for ever. 
Ourselves, ourofaildren, our posterity, 
Are slaveis or free fiooaa this decisive hour ; 
For now the crista of our late is come, 
And England's in the scale. 

Albem. I boast no more 
The flm and qpirit of my youthfiil days ; 
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Days when, with Richarcl in the grand croisade, 
We raised die siege of Ascalon ; display*d 
The British banners in the Holy Land, 
Droye from the field the millions of the JSast^ 
Compeird the mighty Saladine to fly. 
And o*er the crescent raised the glorious cross. 
My arm refuses now to draw the sword ; , 

But let my counsel weigh : Our quarrels dropt. 
Let factions now unite ; with one accord j 

Let us deliberate for public good ; j 

We stand united, or divided fall. 

Arden, Deliberation does not suit the time ; 
This is the hour of action and of war. 
While we consult, the tyrant, on his marcb. 
Comes like a conflagration through the land. 
Marking his way with ruin. Every step 
Treads on the mangled bodies of the dying. 
The wail of England weeping o*er her sons. 
The voice of justice, and the cry of blood. 
Call loud, " To arms, to arms!** i 

Baron. The voice we hear ; ' 
It sounds not to the deaf. You gallant host 
Return this answer which we now return. 

[Drawing their swords, and coming forward. 

Archb. I love your 2eal: It is a flame from 
Heaven ; 
'Tis the high temper of the Briton bold; 
And while this aidour in your bosom burn% 
You never will be slaves. At such a time. 
When order's fled, when government dissolves. 
When the great course of justice thwarted stops, 
And in the roar and riot of mismle 
The voice of law is silent. Nature then 
Resumes her ancient rights ; ascends anew 
A sovereign on her throne ; recalls the sword 
Which with the sceptre to the king she gave. 
And whirls it flaming in her own right hand. 
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To dash'tbd tyrant from his bIood-stain*d car. 
And guard her free-born sons. 

Arden. The glorious sons 
Of Gothic sires, who broke the Roman arm 
Stretch'd out to wield the sceptre of the world ; 
Who on the ruins of imperial Rome, 
And in the blood of nations and of kings 
The firm foundation of their freedom laid. 
Will never bend beneath a tyrant's yoke. 
Rather than wear dishonourable chains^ 
Or follow captives at the trophied car, 
Give us again the wildness of our woods, 
And the fierce freedom of our great fore&thers ! 

Archb. F<»bid it, Heaven, that Britain see anew 
What these sad eyes have seen! When o'er the 

land, 
The dire-devoted land, the cuRse of Rome 
Flew like the thunder of avenging Heaven, 
And smote the people. Then religion fled.' . 
No bell did summon to the house of prayer ; 
No vested priest atoned the wrath of Heaven ; 
But sitting solitary, wept and wail'd 
His fane forsaken, and his altar low. 
Unnamed, unsprinkled in the fount of life. 
The infant raised the lamentable shriek. 
The bridegroom and the bride bewaird apart 
Their rites unfinisb'd, and their luckless love. 
Against the dying saint Heaven*s gate was shut. 
They sung no requiem to the parting soul, « 

Nor laid the ashes in the ha}low*d ground ! 
£arth seem*d a charnel-house^ and men like 

ghosts 
Who cross in silence at the midnight hour. 
And bedcon with the hand* 

Arden. Tes, Barons, Britons, 
The history of the tyrant's reign has run 
A period, marked with the tears, the grooiSy 
H3 
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TM blood of Britons. He began in blood 
His direful reign, and -with unnatural hand 
Stabb*d his own nephew kneeling at his feet. 
And pleading for his life. Have you not seen 

him 
The mighty hunter of the human prey 
In a waste forest ? Has not England seen 
The cradle of her infants stain'd with blood ; 
The bower of chastity, the bed of love 
Assaulted, violated? Lo! you stand 
Upon the recent tomb of parents slain !•— . 
Had such dire bloodshed cursed the former age^ 
Our valiant fathers would have shook the throne. 
Albem, We are as valiant as our fathers were ; 
Nor does the Norman to the Saxon yield. 
To curb the tyrant, not to shake the throne, 
We draw the sword.— —Ardent remember-^— 

Archb. BaKW% 
This is no time for quarrel. Have you heard , 
That the perfidious Dauphin 

Albem, What! perBdioos! 
Archh, The Dauphin, whom you courted to 
your aid. 
He whom your great deliverer you hail'd. 
Means to make you his ministers, to gain 
A kingdom to himself, and then to take 
Your heads, as traitors, to your native Prince. 
Melun, intrusted with the bloody secret, 
' In his last hour reveaVd it. 

Arden. God of Heaven ! 
Archb, I mark your wonder : Hear what I 
advise,— i 
Too long the land hath sufier'd, and bath bled. 
With deadly strife, with battles fiercely fought 
Between the Saxon and the Norman race. I 

By feud and faction all the land is torn ; i 

The nation's genius acts against itself. | 

Shook from its central poise, reels all the isle. 
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The noble Romans, when the foe approacli'd, 
Forgot their strife ; and, holding out the hand, 
With girt patrician, girt pkbeian march*d, 
The common sons of Rome : But, fierce and fell, 
While the conspiring nations hem you round, 
You wage with one another horrid' war. 
The vaunting foe rejoices in your strife, 
And lists your agents to your own destruction. 
Proof against foreign power, the nation stands : 
By Britons only Britain e'er can fall ; 
Sound in itself, this island is the world. 

AVbenu With dire intestine ills the nation 
groans, 
And would to Heaven the remedy were found ! 
Arden* So every lover of his country prays. 
Archh* Then hear the oracle of heavenly truth : 
You both are brave ; both t|irough the world re- 

nown*d : 
And now the time demands an union firm, 
Never to be dissolved. The past forgot, 
And ever blotted from the book of fame, 
In cordial concord let the future nto. 
Your wisdom will suggest some solemn rite. 
Or public deed, to ratify th* event, 
A bond of union, and a pledge of peace. 
For ages to remain. — You, Albemarle, 
Are happy in a daughter fair, the boast 
And beauty of the isle : On whom can you 
So well bestow her hand, as on the man 
To whom the bravest of our warriors bow ? 
Your rival houses will be reconciled, 
And one the Norman and the Saxon prove. 

Albem. There is a bar which cannot be re- 
moved. 
Elvine, the gallant lover of her youth. 
Returning, laurel'd, from the holy war, 
Reigns in her heart. 
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Baron, He *8 lo the Dauphin*s rv p^ 
And fights the battles of perfidious Fmoce 
Against bis native land. 

Another Saron. The brave Lomtto^ 
His chosen friend in distant Palestine, 
Whose beauteous sister is the fiower of France^ 
Has won that hero to the Dauphin's side. 
Albem* Though William's royal blood flow is 
his veins. 
And he ranks nearest to the Norman line^ 
Yet to my country I devote myself. 
Devote my all. Giv^ me thy hand, my sod, 
I know that thou art brave. 

\_Saxofu and Normans meet with om 
another, and embrace. 

Arckb. Illustrious chiefs, 
I praise your wisdom, equal to your zeal. 
Propitious Providence ! I hail the My 
That makes one nation of the British race. 
Now quarrels cease, and faction is no more. 
For freedom, and the laws, we draw the sword. 
And lose the private in the public cause. 
One effort more remains : So great an boat 
Requires a general to lead them forth : 
This day determines that important choice. 

{ToArdeiu 
To you two nations, now in union joined, 
' Look up, and hail their leader and their chi^. 

[Barons express their consent, 
Arden. Barons^ the soldier of .your choice will 
strive 
To prove him equal to supreme command, 
And worthy of your trust When I behold 
The warlike spirit spread from man to man. 
And wide the fiame of liberty extend, 
I hear, with joy, the trumpet's sound, which calls 
The host to freedom, and the chiefs to fame. 
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^rchb. Then to the holy akar let us marchp 
And in the fane, which future times will reverence. 
Renew our league, and seal our secret bond. 

{Gates of the chapel open.-^^Proceuion to the 
altar*— '^Barons kneel around*'-^'* Arch^ 
bishop admimsteri$ig the oath. 
Now, at the altar, in the name of Heaven, 
And in the presence of the Eternal Power, 
You ratify your bond of peaoe : You swear 
To march the champions of your native land, 
Never to sheathe the sword, till you restore 
The ancient rights and liberties of England ; 
And while you bind a tyrant by the laws, 
To guard the glory of the firitish crown ! 

JJaroru. This in the presence of High Heaven, 



SCENE II. 
TVwmpe^A— FasircH Ambassador, Bakons. 

Amb. The* Dauphin» anxious for his noble 
friends, 
And eager for the hour that shall restore 
To rescued England liberty and law. 
Entreats you, Lords, to name the fittest time, 
To join our forces for the future fight 

Arden. Our forces never shall with his be join'd ; 
Nor English freedom e'er depend on France. 

Amb, What means my gracious Lord ? 

Arden. My meaning's plun. 
We have detected his designs. We know him. 
Go tell your master-— instant to depart, 
And waft his army to the coast of France. 
Tell him that Britain never will become 
The province of a foreign kingdom. Tell him, 
That when he wields the thunder, and gives Uw 
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To the wild ooean, and the wind of heaven ; j 

Then let hi(n think on Britain. { 

Amb. (To Albem,) Noble ImA, I 
The illustrious Dauphin, and the heir of France, ! 
Intrusts a message to your private ear. | 

Albem, I have no secret with him. Speak it 

out ! 

Amb, I best may speak it to yourself alone. 
Albem. Speak it to all the worid. 

Amb, Illustrious Lord, 
On you the Dauphin*a happiness depends. 
Albem, On me ! 

Amb. You have a daughter — Fair EWina— 
The crown of France may sit upon her head. 
Albem^ My daughter's to that noble Lionl be- 

troth'd. 
Arden, ( To the Amb,) You may withdraw. 



SCENE III. 

BAKOKS, ARCHBISHOP. ' 

Ard, Barons, we now are one; 
We are invincible. An host like oursy 
A league of patriots and a band of friends, 
Will front the world. We need no foreign aid. 
Britain's almighty in the cause of Britain. 

SCENE IV. 

ALBKM AB£B, ABDIK. 

Albem, By my command my daughter hither 
comes. 
Arden, the affection of a friend I've shewn ; 
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Now let the counsel of a parent weigh. 
Valiant thou art ; invincible in war ; 
But that avails not now. The accent stem, 
The fierce demeanour, and the lofty look» 
Will not invite the afifection of the fair. 
Now let the warrior to the lover yield ; 
Put on the gay caparison of courtship ; 
Caress and conquer. Women, to be won, 
Must first be wooed. Engage the tender sex 
By tender cares, and merit love by loving. 
When soften'd to a smile, the brave and bold 
Assucae the accents, and the looks of love. 
They win at once the heart of womankind. 

Ard, I do not know these arts. The pliant 
face, 
The honey'd accent, and the silken smile, 
The sport of boys and girls, are not for me. 
The manners of my fatibers I retain, 
The Saxon spirit, and the Saxon garb. 
They did not bow the knee to womankind, 
Nor at the gate of beauty beg a boon. 
In ancient days, (he days of mighty men, , 
Love was the meed of valour .and renown ; 
The bravest warrior clasp*d the fairest maid. 
But what the honour of a Baron owes. 
And what the daughter of a Baron claims, 
Shall be perform'd. Behold the virgin comes. 



SCENE V. 

ALBZMiRLK, ARDBK, BLVINA. 

JElvina. You sent for roe, my father. 

Jlbem, Yes, my child. 
In these heroic but disastrous times ,; 

All have their part to act : For who would wish 
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To let such great occasion pass away, 

Nor mark it with renown ? Who does not bear 

The voice of ^ lory when his country- calls ? 

A change of times arranges human minds» 

And noblest spirits find the highest place. 

Tours, as becomes you, is a brilliant sphere. 

This hero, chosen to the chief command 

Of England's patriot host, entreats your hand 

Tn noble love : the Barons have agreed. 

The time requires, and I have pledged my word 

That he shall be your husband. 

Elvina, Heavens ! My husband !»- 

Arden. Let not my honest speech offend tbee, 
lady. 
Bred in a camp, my business has been war. 
The tent has been my home ; and oft this hand 
Has reap*d the harvest of the bloody fltild. 
If high respect for your illustrious line, 
And true affection to a form so fair, 
Win your approving smile, you send me forth 
Your champion to the field, at once to gain 
The palm of beauty and the prize of arms. 

Elvina, My lord, my heart yet trembles from 
the shock 
Of such a serious unforeseen even^ 
On which my future destiny may turtk. 
Forgive me, if, alarm*d, t seek to pour 
My secret accents in a father's ear. 



SCENE VI. 

Albemarle, Elvina. 

Mlvina. Alas ! I have no more a father's ear 
To hear my voice ; no more a parent's breast, 
That yearns with pity for his daughter's woes ! 
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And will you gi^e <x]ne to tbe deadly foe 
Of all your house, and wed me to despair? 
AUbetn. Be calm, my child. He it no more a 
ibe. 
Think of the nohle and the patriot ends 
Of such an union : Ancient ftuds will cease ; 
Our rival houses will be reconciled : 
And from the Normans and the Saxons join'd, 
One mighty nation will go conquering forth % 
And the whole land will raise a grateful eye 
To thee^ the cause of all. 

Elvina, To quell the feuds, 
And reconcile the families of foes^ 
Am I the sacrifice ? Alas, my father, 
And will you offer up, with your own hands, 
Your child a victim ?— What have I to do 
With states or nations?— -I've a single heart, 
And it is Elvine* c Dost thou then forsake 
Thine ancient fKend ?— — 

Albem* Heliath forsaken us. 
Now in the Dauphin's camp he draws the sword 
Against his native country : if thou hast 
The sense of honour glowing in thy frame, 
Thy country's spirit, or thy father's blood. 
Thou too wilt cast him off. 

EMna, I cast him off 

I cast off Elvine ! O thou know'st him not. 
Jibem. I know him false. A traitor to his 
country 
Will ne'er to friendship or to love be true. 

Ehrifuu He is no traitor. He hath been belied. 
Soaring above the sphere of common men, 
They aim the secret and the venom'd shafts 
To bring that eagle from hb sky of fame. 
Ah ! once he was beloved ! 

Atbem. My child, no more. 
Think of that pasuoo as a toy of youth, 
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And with the gewgAws of thy early days * 
Be it disjBiss*d. Think of thy dujy now. 
Eespect thy father, and regard thyself 

Elv{na. I need not try to alter your resolves, 
Which now, seem firm, inflexible, and ams'd 
Against your daughter : Let me just recall. 
That, in your eye, and with your kind conseDt, 
I loved my hero with the love of youth. 
'Twas you that kindled first the tender sparks 
Of an eternal flame. Blooming you brought, 
In infant beauty, to Aldamo's vale. 
The noble orphan of the Norman race. 
The lovely sun-beam of a setting line. 
When hand in hand we sported in your hall, 
Tou fondly marked with paternal smiles 
The young Elvina for young Elvine's brides 

Atbem, My child, you. trespass on a paicnt*! 
love 
To name the trifles of your early days. 

£/vtna. Itet me, at least, repeat your grsdous 
words ; 
Would, too, I could recall the tender looks 
With which you spoke them. Sometimes 700 

have deign*d 
To bless Elvina with a fonder £^aiice. 
My mother too : And her you will not blame, 
For I have seen you weep upon her grave : 
And now she shines above^ a saint in heaven ! 
My mother, sitting on the ghastly bed 
From which she never rose, call'd us around : 
Held us embraced with cold and dying hands; 
Then lifted up her closing eyes to heaven-^ 
<* O God ! to tbee» to thee I leave my children*' 
She spoke no ii¥3re» — One parting kiss she gsve; 
Then joinM our hands, and d«ed«— «I aee you weep. 
X see the father melting in your eye. 
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[ am yet your child— O ! if you ever loved me ! 

Ob ! if my life be precious in thy sight ! 

[F e*er my woes did wet a father's cheek ! 

ir e'er my shrieks did pierce a parem*s ear !«-— 

Oil ! if the future fortune of my life, 

IVTy peace on earth, or happiness in heaven, 

Can aught avail to win me to thy heart,— 

O ! aave me, save me from the worst of woes, 

Save me, my father ! ' 

JIbem. Bise, my lovely child ! - 
Come to thy mansion in a parent's heart ! 
Sut, ha !— alas ! — what caa thy lather do? 
X 've sworo that you shall be the wife of Arden. 
Elvina- Sworn?— 
^Ibenu^ At the altar. 
Wvina* Sworn that I be Arden's ?*— 
Albem. Hear me, Elvina : Hear a parent speak* 
Till liow you've ever been a duteous daughter^ 
And often made this aged heart o'erflow 
With secret gladness : In the lonely hour 
IVe lifted up my hands, and blest the day 
When thou wert born. Not often have I blamed 

thee, 
Or used the harsh tone of authority : 
It is not so that we have lived, Elvina. 
But here the Baron issues his commands. 
If, when this storm of war is pass'd away, 
You do not wed the leader of our host, 
You are no child of mine : I cast you off. 
You hear my fix'd irrevocable wonL 

JSltdna, If 1 am doom'd to wretchedness and 
woe. 
And doom'd by you !— your will shall be obey'd. 
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SCENE VII. 
Elvina, Emma. 

Elvina. Ob, Emma! I am wretched. Ardcn 
—Heavens ! 
Shall Arden be mj husband ? Gracious powers ! 
Forbid that hour. Now, in my deep distress, 
Ah ! where is he who used to bring relief !<^ 
*11s well, bj Heaven ! He*s in the Dauphin's 

camp. 
Invite the Ambassador.-* 

[Writes a letter in great agkationy 
tears U, and writes ngoMn^ | 
[Emma returns unth the AiOftAdBADoi. 
lUvina, Say, is not Elvine in the bauphin's 

camp? 
An^* Lady, the camp is honour*d with his 

presence. 
Elvina. May an unfortunate and friendless 
maid 
Entreat the favour of a gallant knight 
To give these letters to his secret hand ? 

Amb. Lady, by beauty and by birth renown*i 
His hand shall hold them ere the day decline. 
Elvina, (giving Mm the letter,) Forlorn, for- 
saken, to your care I trust 
My future fate, the secret of my soul. 
Howe*er by faction or by feuds di^in'd. 
No deadly hate in man to woman dwells ; 
Hie kni^t is courteous to the hapless maid. 

SCENE VIIL 
AMSAssADOii, alonef looking at the tetter. 

No superscription here. Her troubled mind 
Forgot to add the name. Ha ! Yes, by Heaven !— 
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It dawns, the work of fortone mid of fate--* 
This to ti^e Dauphin I will straight address, 
And warn the wiping bridegroom of the secret. 
A passion slighted, and a rival loved ! 
This is the insult, the fell injury 
Which man nor woman never can forgive. . 
With Albemarle then Arden is at war ; 
The Normans hence and Saxons will divide, 
And, thus divided, may be conquered still. 
Ardent in arms, impetuous Britain fights ; 
Refined in artSy France plots and overcomes. 



ACT II.— SCENE I. 

Trumpets. Enter Archbishop and Alsibi/l^lk 
at one dooTf Ardbn and Barons at the other, 

jilbenu What from the camp, my Lord ? 

Arden. The hosts are join'd. 
All friends and feUow-soldiers, they compose 
One mighty army. Rivals now are friends. 
And brothers of the war. Yon field displays 
A scene of glory to a soldier's eye. 
I never saw the face of war so gay, 
So beauteous. Glancing in the sun, behold. 
The camp in motion, and the field on fire. 
The soul of freedom animates them all. 
Impatient for the trumpet's sound, they act 
The future fights ; and, brandishing their arms, 
With flaming circles sweep the empty air. 

Arch. Bold is the heart for liberty that beats, 
And strong his arm who draws his country's sword. 
When for a nation's rights the banner flies, 
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The Tietdr's laurel with tibe olive twines : 
The hoit of freedom is the host of God. 

£rUer a Messenger tnth a Utter to Akdeit. 

Arden. The news I have received concera os 
Barons, we tremble on the verge of (ate. [deeply. 
In this confederate host a traitor hirks. 
Who has betray*d oar measures to the Ibe, 
And holds a correspondence with the Dauphio. 

Albenu A traitor among us ? 

Ardefu A secret foe» 
Who plots our ruin. Guards, arrest the Ambas- 
sador : 
Bring him before us* Now, before we know 
This great offender, Barons, it is meet 
That we pronounce his doom, lest he should staod 
Too near our heart, by friendship or by blood, 
And so elude the sentence of the laws. 

Albem, Although my nature leads me to be mild, 
Yet here the highest punishment is due, 
And timely rigour is humanity. 
By this our high authorityi we guard, 
And strike astonishment and terror round 
To all offenders in the time to come. 
No favour or afl^tion will seduce 
The steady patriot from the public good. 
He to his country his own life devotes ; 
Nor will he spare a traitor's. 

Arch, Instant dcilb 
He merits. Rousing at the callof Heaven, 
Now when the noblest spirits of the world 
Flan for the public ; when the bravest hands 
Are raised to strike for freedom and mankind ; 
When, just pronounced in the fane of Heaven, 
The recent vow yet firembles on the tongue ; 
If meanly lurking, *mid a chbsen band 
Of patriots and of heroes, one be found. 
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False .to his thist^ hu bonour, and fait oadi, 
Who, vcoraing'sanctions, buaan and diyiiiey 
Betrays bk country to her foes» divides 
The inheritance of future times, and sells 
Eternal honour for eternal shame; 
*Tis then that justice, reddening into wrath, 
Demands a victim for the public good : • 
A great example wilt restore the host : 
A traitor's blood will reinstate the laws. 

Arden. Does then the general voice pronounce 
his doom? 

Barons. One is our voice; and death is the 



Arden. The bonds of friendship^ and the ties of 
blood 
Cancell*d, then swiul justice holds its opURe. 
His country is the parent of the brave, 
Who march devoted where she points the way.— 
[Noite behind the scenes. Ambassador 
* brought in, 
Amb, This is the insolence of aaarcby ! 
Hioagh you have risen sgainst your rightfiil Kiiig^ 
I hope yon still regard the law of natioos. 
Why, even in barbarous and savage states^ 
Ambassadors are sacre d 

Atden. When they're honest. 
But, if they plot against the kingdom's weal, 
Ihey answer with their lift. There is a letter 
Sent by some traitor to your prince the Dauphin. 
Produce that letter, and in peace depart. 

[Ambassador gives ii to Aslvks, who peruses 
it with marks of agitation, 
Aibem. Ton start! From whom, my Lord ?—— 
Arden, f giving it to kim,) Inlbrm yourself 
Aibem, (rtads the letter, J *< To the DaupMn, 
*< A dark design is going on against tis; 
Why art thou absent in the d^ «f war ? 



Come joa the wings of love to save the ibni]. 
Ah ! If you come not, the undoo^-* 

Elviki." 
My daughter? Heavens! It is impossible ! 

Elvina, entering unseen by Albehaklz. 

Elvina, What means this tumult? Oh! £ter- 
nal Powers ! 
I am betray'd ! The fotal secret *6 known-l- 

Jlbem* {recovering from his astontsAfiwm, mt 

CtgOlfl*) 

" A dark design is going on against us ; 
Why art thou absent in the day of war? 
Come on the wings of love to save the fond, 
Ah ! If you come not, the undone— » 

Elvina." 
Undone^ Elvina ! Ah ! undone indeed ! 

[Seeing htr. 
Ha! Take her from my sight. Alasl mydaugbier. 
Thou wiBst an angel onee !— -Ye shades of dutfa 
Fall round, and wrap me in your gloom for ever! 

Arch» Unhappy fiitber ! we lament thy woes. 
The sacred season of the hoary hair 
Such shocks of destiny can ill sustain. 
In this dark hour of trouble and despair 
We look to thee alone. 

Albenu Support me. Heaven, 
In this tremendous hour, and give me strength 
For such a trial I— >Ah ! what have I done^ 
All-righteous God ! what evil have I done^ 
That, in the fall of life, thy heavy hand 
In iwath should crush me to the ground, and bring 
My hoary head with sorrow to the grave ? 
You wonder at me : Tell me how to act ; 
Ye that are fathers, tell me what to do?— 
Shall my Elvina— must my daughter die? 
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O ! must the parent doom his child to death 7-^ 
Tou answer not Tour silence and your tears 
Point out my path. — I was a father fond, , 
Fond to distradion of an only child—- 
But I am just; and I have not forgot 
What to my lx)untry and my oath I owe. 
Nature may cry, but justice must be heard : 
Dear, dear as she is to mo ■ she shall die ! 

uirchb. Hard is thy duty now, heroic father ; 
But high the part appointed thee of Heaven. 
Resume thy spirit: Call thy virtue forth. 
Now in the conscious eye of Heaven and Earth, 
Thou actest for the glory, for the good 
Of ages yet to come : Thou standest forth 
A great example to the wondering world. 
^I see it plain ; behold the hand of Heaven • > 
Stretch'd from the sky, and beckoning thee to tread 
A high heroic path ! — The latter days. 
The fate of England in succeeding times, 
The fame and glory of the British Isle, 
Hang on the passing hour. 

JWem. fin asloniMhment,) What means my , 
Loid?— 

Archh, lio ! now 'tis thine, by one immortal 
deed. 
To form the character of future times. 
And raise a spirit that shall never die. 
See ! what a family you will embrace ; 
Tou rise the founder of a mighty state, 
The father of the free ! The nation takes 
From you its temper ; and the ages rise 
To call you patriot Ah ! who would not wish 
A destiny so high ? 

jUhem. I wish it not 

Arckb. 'Twas thus, when Rome her liberty re- 
gain*d, 
A fsAeg doom'd his darling son to death ; 
I 
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He won Rnmortal glory, and inipired 
Rome with his spirit. From his patriot deed 
Went sudden Tirtue liviog o*er the land. 
The Roman kindled when he heard the taie^ 
And stept a hero forth ; and eager bum*d 
For Rome to combat, and for Rome' to die. 
Hence heroes, patriots, crowd the historic page; 
Hence consuls, senators, a godlike train ; 
Hence a great people rose, the Lords of eardi ; 
dence many centuries of glory roird 
In long procession ; and eternal Rome, 
The Queen of nations, did ascend the throne, 
And sway the sceptre of the sea-girt world. 

jUbenu Thou hast no .daughter. 

Arden, In the dreadful shock 
Of this disaster, Barons, it is meet 
That to a parent's feelings we appeal, 
And bid the father of his country judge. 

[ The Barons retire to the bMm 
of the Theatre. 

Albenu (on the front,) Am I the judge? H7 
country, at thy voice. 
This old grey bead shall wear the helm again : 
Bare in the field these scars shall bleed anew.— 
O powerful Nature ! I*m a father still 
Thou bleeding innocence! Ah ! should theiwvl 
Just aim to touch that tender trembling boaoOi 
*Tis mine to ward the blow.— Shall I direct 
The dagger to the boaom of my child. 
And stop the dearest current of my blood ? 
But justice, truth, imperious honour, call-^ 
Forgive me, O my country, if I stain | 

A Roman's virtue with unmanly drops !•« 
*Ti8 done. The irrevocable doom is seal'd^- I 
Where am I? Ha! the shades of death sorrooBill 

me, 
And graves, and moDuments^ and ghaatly fonv*! 
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hat path leads down to blood.— Thon sainted 



^o gavest a blooming cherub to my anns, 
I turn thy tender eyes from this sad scenes 
for look upon the deed !^Ah ! piteous sight ! 
tretch'd on the block the trembling victim 's laid ; 
he pale band waves that should have closed my 

eyes, 
hat was the sign of death .'—-What do I see ? 
u headless trunk ; a mangled corse-^Oh ! oh ! 
-Barons, the dreadful sacrifice is made : 
tut spare me, spare a father the sad sight I — 
-Te^ ah ! before T go let me behold her, 
'o take a long last look of my Elvina 
lefore she dies, before we part for ever. 
-I bear her step. The trembler comes. She looks 
is she were innocent. Her face is woeful, 
et it is lovely ; I could look for ever.«— 
fy daughter — Thou art doom*d— These tears will 

tell thcc 
ly child! my child ! 

[Looking earnestly upon her cu he goes out* 
Baron, Alas! unhappy man ! 
by age is desolate. Ill-fated maid, 
prime of youth and beauty doom*d to death ! 
Arden. Now, as the law of chivalry ordains, 
jid honour's cause demands. Barons, prepare 
, place of combat in the listed field ; 
r any knigfat or baron of the land 
rill stand a champion to defend the fair. 



SCENE IL 
■ Akdiv, Elvina. 

Arden. This happy morning. Lady, you appear*«t 
he wife of Arden in the eye of England, 
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And though our hands were not in wedlock jaui'4 
Our interest is one. I have a right 
To interpose in your concerns ; and more, 
I feel your sorrows as they were my own. 
For I lament you more than I can blame. 

Elvina, I hope, my Lord, you come not to distmii 
The dying moments of a wretched maid, 
And wring a heart that soon shall cease to beat 

Arden. I come not to renew, but end your woes] 
Tve a proposal for thy serious ear, 
On which the fortune of thy life depends. 

Elvina. My Iiord, I listen to it. 

Arden, Youareyoang, 
Elyina, you are beautiful : allured 
And dazzled with false glory, you haTe eir'd 
One step from duty ; if reflection, soon 
Recalls you to the path from which you'n 

stitiy'd. 
You add one beauty to a yirtuous life, 
Which spotless innocence can never boast 
If you renounce, if from your heart renounce, 
Renounce for ever that opprobrious love. 
Then I this instant to the plain descend, 
The champion of your cause : A husband's arm 
Will wipcrthe stain that rests upon thy name, 
And upon mine : My honour is at stake : 
A Baron of the realm, an English chieftain, 
Arm'd, and invested with supreme oommaiid, 
Will never brook dishonour, never bear 
The shadow of affront ; nor suffer man 
To point the finger, or to lift the look 
Of scorn against him. 

Elvina. In this hour of woe, 
Your noble generosity, my Lord, 
Hath given another pang to thb sad bosom, 
Which yet, alas ! no just return can make. j 
Inviolable vows oppose your claim ; I 
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Stronger than vows, unalterable lore 
Reigns in a h|art that owns no second lord. 

Arden. That is the language of aversion fix'd. 

Elvina, It is the language of Elvina*s soul. 

Ardetu And have I merited thy steadfast scorn?-' 

Eltdna* I scorn thee not. * I can distinguish well 
A lover's passion from a Baron*s pride. 
The candid bosom opens to the day ; 
Nor dotbes ambition in the garb of love. 
Tour virtues I revere ; your rank respect ; 
But who can teach a tender heart to throb ? 
I look upon thee as my father's friend. 
My country's champion : Never as my knight, 
Or as my husband. / 

Arden. Then behold your judge. 
Guards, watch the prisoner. 



SCENE III. 
Elvika alone* 

Now the die is cast ; 
And I have seal'd the sentence of my death. 
O Thou that helper of the helpless art, 
O be not absent in the hour of woe ! 
Forsake roe not when by the world forsaken ! 
No hope have I on earth : To thee I fly, 
As to my father's arms : I have no father, 
No friend, but thee alone. God of my youth ! 
Thou didst receive me with paternal arms 
When cast an infant on a wretched world ; 
And when a stranger thou didst guide my feet 
Through the wild maze of life : O leave me not^ 
My God, in my last hour !— 

[Gidng off with the Guards, ALBSKAaLE enters, 
takes her by the hands, and leads her in 
silence to thefroht of the stage. 
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Jlbem, Alas ! my daughter, 
The day of trouble now hath come upon us : 
I am an old man— I am miserable ! 
And thou art fallen, friendless, and foriom ! 
Alas ! Elvina ! thou hast brought us low. 

Elvina, I'm every way unhappy and undone. 

Albem, After what pass'd this morning, wiut 
you*ve done 
So wild, so monstrous seems— it is incredible. 
Alas ! it was the effort of despair. 
I would not shock thee now^'twould be an insoh. 
O Heaven ! what agony the bosom rends 
When the curse comes upon the hoary head ! 

Elvina, Oh ! I am doubly wretched^ to ioTolie 
My father in despair.^ 

Albem, O fond old man, 

foolish father ! I, delighted, thought, 

This tempest o*er, my evening would be bright, 
And my departure like the setting sun. 

1 fondly thought, when better days retum'd 
Safe under shadow of the vine to sing, 

And bless my children's childrefi ; fondly tbougbt 
To see a race of thine around me rise^ 
The young Elvinas of the age to come; 
Trace my own features in their opening looks, 
^ Hear the first accents of their lisping tongues, 
Woo their embraces, fold them in my arm9» 
And like an old man prattle in their praise; 
Then, looking heaven-ward, to depart in pesce 
In his good hour ! Within their arm's and lUoe^ 
The embrace of Nature ! look my last adieus, 
And smile, and fall asleep-^-O God of beavco, 
Now I am childless !•— 

Elvina, *Tis too much, my father ! 
I was prepared to meet thy stern rebuke ; 
X could have borne the looks and words of wntb. 
jBut shield me, Heaven 1 for I can ne*ei support 
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A fallier's tenderoesB^ a father's tears, 

That look forlorn that marks the bursting heart. 

A!kem» To what is age reserved? I oeyer thought 
That thou wouldst prore a parricide^ my daughter ; 
That thou wouldst pluck these white hairs by the 

root, 
And dig thy father's grave. I thought not so. ^ 

[Starting back. 
What hast thou done?— Tet thou art still my child: 
Thou art my only child ! [ Taking her in his arms. 

By Arden awed, 
None of our Barons will defend thy cause : 
I will defend thee ; I will be thy champion. 
Old is my arm, but, in a cause like tbis> 
A daughter's causes it sUU can draw the swoniL 
Tm young again— [Drawing bis smrd, 

£iwuu A combat so unjust, 
A spectacle so dire, I must forbid, 
In tills alone I from your voice appeal. 
Never to yield. O you have ever been 
The noblest friend, the best, the fondest fatbor ! 
Aad ean you think that I would poorly prove 
Such an ungrateful and unnatural child 
As e*er endanger, in the strife of death. 
Your life for mine one instant? All I ask 
In my last moments, O forget my fault,. 
The fault of too much love ; at la^t forgive 
A child— who never can ofifend you more ! 
When I am sil^t, as I shall be 8ood» 
Let not reproach assail my virgin fame, 
And heap dishonour on the head laid low. 
Defend your daughter when she *s in the dust; 
Let not the voioe of slander pierce my tomb. 
To break the peaceful Sabbath of the grave, 
And call my spirit from the land of rest. 
I would confer in secret with my maid. 
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Adieu, m J fttfaer ! If wneetnoiiMare, 
Adien for ever ! 

jSAem. (emAraang Aer.) O my lovely child, 
Adieu ! — The eternal £^ alone beboiai 
When we ahall meet again 



SCENE IV. 
ELTiMAy Emma. 

Ehfma. My fiutbfol Emma, 
My dear oompanioo in the days of youth. 
Before distinctioa of our birth was known, 
I would depart in peace with all the world. 
If ever I have treated yon with rigour. 
Or chid you without cause— 

Emma. O never, never ! 
My noble Lady, you have ever been 
The best, the kindest, and the sweetest mislrefls, 
And less your servant tb|in your friend I've llTcd. 
O would to God that I could die for you. 

Eivina. I have a last request to make, my Ennui, 
A dying charge to give ! Find out that youth 
For whom in early years I*m doomed to die ; 

tell him, charge him, if he ever loved me^ 
To guard, to pity, and solace the age 

Of my poor father ! as another child 

My place to fill, my duty to perform. 

Tell that for him I would have wish'd to live; 

Tell that for him I died ; and all I ask 

Is, for my sake, for his £lvina*s sake^ 

To love my father, and remember me. 

1 know his tender heart ; I would not wish him 
To mourn my fate in bitterness of soul, 

And waste bis days in solitude and sorrow ; 
Yet I would have him— sometimes to be i 
To think of her who died for him ; to come 
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A nidnigbt numrner to my silent tomb. 
And wet my asbes with a lover's tears; 
Then in the appointed bouse 1*11 rest in peace, 
And wait the morning that awakes the dead. 



ACT III. 



Flourish of lyumpets, Enter Eltinx, his Squire 
bearing his armour,. Attendants, 

Elvine. Hail, native land ! O scenes of early 
days! 
Te haunts of friendship, and retreats of love, 
Receive a stranger to your shades again ! 
You I revisit with a throbbing heart. 
In youthful days, in your inspiring bowers, 
Rapt to the world of fancy, I have wish'd 
For such occasion high ; my country's cause, 
The cause of liberty, the cause of love, 
And of Elvina ! Providence divine, 
Be thine the praise ! who hast before me «et 
The deeds that never die ; unsbeath'd my sword 
For ages yet to come, and sent the voice 
Which calls the brave to freedom and to fame. 

Enter Edoar. 

Come, Edgar ! bast thou found my ancient friends ? 
Hast thou beheld — 

Edffir, Alas ! unhappy youth ! 
These hostile towers contain no friend of thine. 
Elvine^ What ! has three seasons changed them ? 
Am I then 
So soon forgotten? 

13 
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Edgar. Thou art not forgotten f 
Elvine. My God ! What dost tfaou mean? Tby 
faltering tongue 
Forgets its office : My old friend, thou weep'sL 
Edgar. And I have cause to weep. These three- 
score years. 
The humble natWe of your father's house. 
Or follower of your fortune, have I lived. 
Full many changes in the tract of time 
Sad have I seen : but ah ! I little thought 
That I should live to see my noble master 
Denied the honours which bis birth demands. 
Excluded from the assembly of the Baron»— 
Another lead the army. 

Elvine. Heavens ! Another? 
Who is appointed to that high command ? 
Edgar. Think of the man whom least you could 
expect, 
Think of the enemy of all your race ; 
The Saxon Arden— 

Elvine, Arden ! Crracious powers ! 
Ah ! where was Albemarle, my ancient friend ? 
Edgar. His favour raised him to that high coid- 

niand. 
Elvine. My father's friend, the father of Elm ' 
My mortal foe ! The stroke of fate is come^ 
And now the measure of my woes is fulL I 

Edgar. O thou hast heard as yet but half thj 
sorrows ! I 

I have a tale to tell, which I could wish | 

To hide for ever from thine ear«-£Ivina— 
Elvine. What of Elvina ? 

Edgar. Arden's named her husbtnd. 
Elvine. Elvina false ! Elvina Arden's wife! 
Then there is nothing in the world for me : 
I've no connexion with the human kind ; 
No friend upon the earth. Let us depart. 
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I spread my banners for the Holy Land. 
Let us be gone. 

Edgar, Elvina is not false. 
Ah ! she alone was faithful to her friend : 
This day declares her honour and her love. 
Her father doom*d her to the arms of Arden, 
Whom she abhorr*d, and she refused to wed— 
Elvine. Then she's not wedded ? 

Edgar, ■ No. 

Elvine, A II- gracious powers ! 
She's constant, and she's mine ! O God of heaven, 
What thanks are equal to a gift so great : 
The fair, the faithful, and the fond EWina ! 

Edgar, In her distress she wrote to thee to save her; 
The messenger was stopt ; 4he letter found. 
She is condemn'd to chains ! Ton prison holds her ! 
I saw her looking from the iron grate, 
Her hands in fetters, and her eyes in tears : 
I could not bear the sight; I went apart, 
And wept alone. 

Elvine, My love, my love, for me 
Tby hands in fetters, and thine eyes in tears ! 
No chains, no prison, shall confine thee long-* 

[Sounds of lamentation heard behind the Stage. 
What venerable father stands aghast 
In yonder porch ? beneath the weight of years, 
And crash of sorrow, to the earth he bends 
He wrings his hands ; casts a wild look to heaven, 
And rends his hoary locks. He comes this way. 
Heavens, it is Albemarle !— 

Enter, Albsmakle, 

Alhem, 'Tis over now. 
Cursed be the hour that ever I was born ! 
Eternal Justice ! hast thou spared my youth. 
Yet doom'd thy servant in the dregs of life 
To drain the bitter cup ? Hiuit thou reserved 
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The vials of tby wntb to pour them down 
Upon this blasted head ? — 

£lvin€. My heart bleeds for him; 
H*e was my ancient friend. 

Albem, Almighty Power! 
Who on the feelings of a parent's heart 
Hast founded human life ; and strongly bound 
By love's embrace the families of men ; 
If tboii art worshipped by a Father's name ! 
Regard my anguish, and support my soul. 
For I am in despair ! 

JSivine. Unhappy father ! 
Whose woes bring tears into a stranger's ^es, 
May I inquire the cause ? can this right arm 
Redress the wrongs of age? 

^/6rm.,Ala8! alas.' 
No human hand can save me from the gulf, 
Which deep and dark discloses to my view. 
—Before you stands the father most forlorn 
That ever bore the name. I had a daughter. 
The joy, the blessing, and the pride of age : 
I gave her hand to an illustrious Lord ; 
But she betray'd na— she is doom'd to death 
Elvine, Elvina doom'd to death ?— 

jilbem, A shameful deatk. 
But oh ! what deeply wounds a Baron'd honour! 
Heavens! am I fallen so low ? No English youtfa, 
Or noble of the land, asserts her cause, 
And comes a champion in the lists of war. 
I rose in arms, and cljum'd the cause myself: 
I am forbid the field. — 

Mvme, £]vina*s cause 
Will bring a champion from the gate of Heaven. 
Albem* Thou art the only comforter I've found ; 
Thy voice alone relieves a father's heart. 
Let me embrace thee in my aged arms : 
I'll call thee son !— But, oh ! a dreadful scene 
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Begins to draw ; the scaffold is prepared 
Soon to be dyed with blood ; the axe is laid ; 
The prison opens : The gritn soldiers seize her; 
They drag my daughter forth^to execution. 
And I-— must I behold it? — Let me die I 
O Death ! thou angel of the wretched, come 
To my relief, and lay me with my fathers ! 
Thou*rt thunderstruck, my son ! 

Elmne, No power on earth-— 
A scaffold ! By the Almighty > ere that day 
Cngland shall stream, the scaffold of her sons. 
jilbenu Yonder they come, the harbingers of 
death, 
In -sad procession, and with engines drear. 
The red-robed judges, and the mitred priests. 
The grim, the ghastly ministers of fate. 
Support me, O my son !-« 

ErUer Barons^ Judget, 41-c* wUh AUendanit. 

Arden, (To Albem.) Depart, my friend; 
O, if your daughter, or yourself you love. 
Let me entreat your absence in this hour! 

Elvine, Do not depart 

Albem. I will not leave this youth ; 
He is my friend— alas ! my only friend 
In this dire day. 

Arden* My duty binds me here. 
A sad spectator I must now remain, 
To ^ve due rites and dignity to law. 
But bow wilt thou support a scene so dire ? 
'Twould make thy 'mortal enemy relent. 
Alas ! it is not for a father's eye. 

Albem. After what I have seen and felt this day, 
The flash that melts the globe, the voice that sounds 
The knell of nature, and the close of time, 
Would not«maze me--«HeaTens ! is that the souAd ? 
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[Dead march is heard, Back scene opening 
sbvaly discovers a scaffold, engines qftorhm, 
executioners, ^c. Enter at the side scent 
Eltima dressed in white, surrounded wilk 
guards, 

Ehina* Barons of England, hear my dying wor& 
A Tirgin, bold in conscious innocence^ 
Will never stand a suppliant in your sight. 
To move your pity by her prayers or tears ; 
Nor will she tremble at a human bar, 
Who, greatly confident in him who made 
Her spotless heart, will on the moment's wing 
Ascend a spirit at the throne of Heaven. 
Barons, you gave a husband to my hand ; 
My heart was wedded to another lord. 
From all unnatural rule the soul revolts : 
The law of nature is the law of love. 
-»The noble mind determines its own deeds; 
Appeals to no tribunal upon earth, 
But answers to itself: Tliere sits the judge. 
And the high counsellor who cannot err. 
-»Vile fetters you may throw on noble haods^ 
And as a prison*d criminal confine 
The daughter of illustrious Albemarle. 
But the high mind, free and invincible^ 
Spurns at the chain, the prison, and the axew 
-»Here I avow it, dying I avow 
My love unalter'd to that noble youth, 
And glory in the flame which makes me fall 
A virgin martyr to the man I Ipved. 
And, Barons, be assured, when you behold 
On yonder block the bloody axe descend, 
The deathfelt blow will be the awful pang 
Which rends a father's and a lover's heart 

Atbem. Tremendous destiny ! AUs ! my son, 
Thy spirit groans. Big drops rush from thine eye 
I am a parent, yet no tear I shed. 
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JSltfina, [kneeUng.] Eternal Father ! now I come 
to thee i 
Reoeive me to thyself; into thy bands 
I give my parting spirit ; I resign 
Myself a victim to my native land ; 
Accept the sacrifice ! Avert my doom 
Far from the heads of those who shed my blood ; 
Support my father's age when I am gone, 
And he is desolate : Whatever years, 
Whatever joys thou takest from my life, 
Bepay to him with manifold increase. 
O may he never, never, never feel, 
In lonely sadness, that he wants a daughter. 
And is a father now, alas ! no more ! 

[lUiingf she looks towards the scaffold. 
The signal for execution is heard, 
Mvine. {Drawing his sword*) This is my time: 
Unhand me I 

uilbem. Do not leave 
The helpless. I am dying. Oh ! support me ! 

[FcdHng into the arms of Elvine, is carried off, 
Mmnai {the executioners approaching*) 1 come. 

Indulge me with a parting moment. 
My father, I have one request to make-— - 
Has he, too, left me ? Now I am alone. 
Almighty Father ! thou art with me still. 
My eye, that closes in the sleep of death. 
Looks up to thee to guide me through the gloom 
itiat frownft before my face ; the dreary vale 
That darkly opens is the path to thee ; 
Yet it is awful. — O sustain my soul ! 
Stretch from the sky thine everlasting arms, 
Receive a martyr to the land of peace ! 

\_The executioners throwing a veil over her^ Elvine 

advances suddenly and removes them* > 
Elvine, Avaunt! ye ministers of death ! avaunt!. 
She sha^ not die. 
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Elvina, O Heavens ! Whom do I see? 

'Tis he ! Almighty God ! 'tis he. — 

[Fall* thvm in a swoon. JElvine bears her off, 
Arden, What youth is this ? a Noble of the land 
His garb denotes. The Lady seein*d to know him. 
Methinks he's too familiar for a stranger. 
Barons, We know him not. 
Elvine, (returning with his sword drawru) No- 
bles, where is the man 
Who can accuse this Lady ? 

Arden. I accuse her, 
And who dare say my accusation's false? 

Elvine, * Tis one who dares whatever valour dared, 
'Tis one who does whatever honour did— 
*Tis 1. I throw my gauntlet on the ground 
To prove thine accusation false as bell ; 
False as thyself. 

Arden. Young man, I know tliee not. 
Elwne. My friends have known me, and my 
foes have known me. 
Thou, too, shalt know me soon. 

Arden. Hast thou a name ? 
It ill becomes the chieftain of an host 
With a raw wandering knight to break a spear. 
Mvine. Hear then, and tremble. You behold 
in me 
The man whom you have wrong'd, have deeply 
wrong'd. 
Arden. Young man, I never saw thee till this 
hour.— - 
No human form can say that I have wrong'd hfan. 
Elvine. So bold? Ha! didst thou not traduce 
this Lady ? 
Defame her basely ? wantonly? maliciously? 
And, with a villain's dagger, stab her fame ? 
— Eternal God ! because a lovely maid 
Shrunk all-abhorrent from thy loathed uu^b, 
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Tboti, like a traitor, like a coward too^ 
A cool, a cruel, cowardly assassin, 
Wouldst murder beauty, and by form of law 
Shed the pure blood of virgin innocence, 
Even like a criminal's, upon the scaffold !— 

Arden. Idid what justice, did what honour bade; 
r did myduty. What is that to thee ? 

Elvine. To me?—- 1 meant not to declare my 
birth • 
Till I had proved it. I have ever been 
Diacover'd by my deeds : Like him in heaven, 
\¥ho in the majesty of darkness dwells, 
But lends the thunder to reveal tbe God. 
—Behold the man whom all of you have wron'd, 
The sole remains of an illustrious house, 
The last descendant of a noble line, 
Who merits by his birth, and by his sword, 
To lead the banners of the British host-— 
Elvine. 

Arden, (taking up the gauge,) 'Tis well. Thou'rt 
worthy of my sword. 

Elvine. There is a time, and this is sure the time, 
When noble virtue may assert itself, 
And oonseious honour glow with its own fires* 
— -Barona of England, you have wrong'd me 

deeply; 
Who, crediting the lie of rumour false, 
Deprived a Briton of a Briton's right, 
Expell'd a Baron from a Baron*s rank. 
He is a tndtor to his native land, 
A traitor to mankind, who in a cause 
That down the course of time will fire the world, 
Ridea not upon the lightning of the sky 
To save his country. What, what had I done 
To merit such a name ? 

Jrchb, Mided by fame. 
Indeed we injured you. 
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Elmne. Why then, ledrw 
The injury you've don^ If, in the »tri^e^ 
Which must be mortal, Arden fallt by me^ 
I claim the honour which my birth demandi^ 
To lead the army. 

Barom. "Ua indeed your due 
Arden. Thou speak'st it vauntingly. The 
strife of tongues, 
The war of women, I did ever scorn. 
Now let the sword decide. 

JSMne, 'Tisdrawn* 

Arden* X^mdoa. 
Mvine. I follow thee. Elvina comes thk way. 
I would' not meet her now. £dg«ur, remain. 

Edgar, Elvika, Emma. 

Edgar, Unhappy maid ! She comes firona deafli 
She looks 
As she indeed were risen from the gmve 
A saint in glory ! Let me kneel before her. 
Most noble Lady, graciously permit 
An old domestic of your father's house 
To kiss your garment, at your feet to fall 
With flowing tears. I hope your goodness slill 
Remembers mew 

Elmna. I've not forgot you, Edgar, 
Nor will I e'er forget you. Rise, my friend. 

Edgar, Lovely and gentle ! You was ever thus; 
Your face stiU shone upon your father's houae^ 
The face of a good angel. O what men. 
What murderer^ could doom that beauteous foim 
^o such a death ? 

Eivina, I have forgiven them, Edgar. 

J?4gar. But Heaven will not forgive tben^* 
Elvina, Where is £lviiie ? 
Where has my ftitber with the Barons gone ? 
Thy colour changes. Ah ! my heart forebodes 
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The fear*d event Is this the appointed hour 
For mortal combat ?-» 

Edgar, 'Us indeed the time. 
Elvina. f trumpets heard, J The trumpets sound ; 
the dreadful signal's given. 
Now, life or death. Help, help me, Powers of 

heaven ! 
Support me, Emma !-— * 

Emma. Angels hover o*er him, 
And guard the hero with the shield of Heaven ! 
Elvina, Run, Edgar, to the lists, and bring us 
tidings. 
Fain would I look— I dare not look that way. 
Hush ! hark ! O Emma ! didst thou hear a gioan ? 
Emma, *Tis midnight silence ! 

Elvina, Let me look.agaiiu 
Yonder they meet. Behold the flash of arms 1 
And lo the sword that shall be dyed in blood ! 
Whose blood, 6 Heavens ! Turn, Emma, to the 

field : 
1*11 look no more. 

Emma, Heavens ! how I tremble ! Ha ! 
A mortal stroke 1 There rose the shriek of death ! 

Elvina, Now all is over, and my fate is iuL*d. 
I'm destined now to rapture or despair. 
For ever and for ever I [A loud jAou^ heard, 

O my heart \ 
The army triumphs in their General's joy. 
My hero's fallen. I am gone again. 
My God ! twice in one day !— • 

Emma, I hear the sound 
Of feet approaching fast. 

Ehina. Let us be gone. 

As they go out — Enter Elvime. 

Eivine, Where is my love? my life? Wbere 
dost thou fly, 
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Thou first of women ? Fairer to my sight 
Than e*er thou wast, and dearer to my soul ! 
Return, and bless my arms that stretch to strain 
thee. 
JElvina, Alive J O .God— 

Elvine, Thou hast no foe. Thy cause, 
The cause of beauty, innocence, and love, 
Has made thy knight victorious in the field. 
. Elvina, How shall I thank the saviour of my 

life? 
'Tis thus ! 'tis thus ! my Elvine ! 

[Runmngfrom the nde-icene into his arms. 
Elvine. My Blvina! 
At last we meet in joy. 

^ JElviwu To part no mofe. 

Oh ! Elvine, but for thee, my love, for thee, 
Alas ! this day-»0 how shaU I repay 
Thy matchless truth, thy tenderness, thy love ? 
JEMne, In this embrace 'tis more than all repaid. 

Enter AacHJosHOp and Barons. 

Archb, Much injured youth, the victory is thine ! 
We judged before we knew. Let loose from bell 
A lying spirit had deceived the land. 
We know thee now, the hero of the host : 
Exulting England owns her darling son. . 
This day confirms what we have o&n heard, 
Thy deeds of prowess in the Holy Land ; 
For thy renown flew grateful from the East, 
Like incense wafted on the wings of mom. 
.—We meant to serve our country, when, misled 
By rumours false, we blotted out thy name 
From the confederate Barons. Now in truth 
We serve our country, when, with one accord, 
We hail thee leader of the British host 
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JSliSine. Torn' bounty, ^Barons, with a beating 
heart, 
I now accept : It was my early wish 
To lead an army in my country's cause; 
But hardly hoped for such a glorious day, 
To lift the banners of the free, and mark 
The patriot spirit spread from man to man. 
— Alike the danger and the honour 's dear, 
I march the foremost in'the ranks of war, 
To live with freedom, or to die with fame. 

Archh. King John's ambassador has reach'd 
the camp. 
Now let us claim the hour of conference. 
To have the charter of our freedom seaVd* 



ACT IV. 

SCENE^JSumiamecif. 

KiMO John, Nobles, and Courtiers, 

John. Shall I resign the sceptre of my sires, 
And give the haughty Barons leave to reign ? 
No ! Perish all before that fatal hour. 
The majesty of Kings I will sustain. 
And be a monarch, while I am a man. 

[His Ambassador returns. 
"What from the Barons ? 

Amb, I have search*d their soul, 
And to their passions spoke ; but spoke in vain. 
Haughty and high, like victors from the field, 
They speak in thunder, raise the eye to heaven, 
And tread with giant steps. 
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John. Soboldandfieree? 

Are not my veteran and victorious troops 
Superior to a military mob 
That never saw a camp ? 

^mb, Superior fiv. 
But yet their spirit 's high : No terms of truoe^ 
No composition will they now accept. 

John. Is not the leader of their army slain ? 

Amb, Yes : But a braver general succeeds^ 
The noblest name that Britain now can boast, 
The gallant Elvine. 

John. Thou hast named a hero. 

Amb. Loudly they talk*d of grievances and 
wrongs, 
And pray*d to pour them in your royal ear. 
1 named this hour for friendly conference. 
Forgive me, gracious King, the time requires 
An union wiUi your Barons. Loud and bold 
The Dauphin sends defiance to your host, 
And gives you battle at the evening hour. 
While France prefers a title to your crown. 
And comes to claim it with the pointed sword. 
My liege, your subjects must not be your foes. 

[Trun^liets. 

John. The time will teach us : Hark ! the 
Barons come. 

£nter Messenger. 

Mess. My liege, the trumpets of the host of 

England. 
John, (to his Mmisier.J Receive the Barons. 

[He retires into the BoycU Teni. 

Enter Elvimx, Albsmakle, Abchbis&ot, and 
Babons* 
Saron. Darker than the storm 
The monarch frown*d, as he could shake the eartb, 



A TEAGEDY. sis 

And move the kingdoms with his sceptred hand. 
He does not deign to hesr us. 

JBIvine, He shall bear us. 
Loud as the trumpet that awakes the dead. 
His people's voice shall thunder in his ears. 

King John's Minister, Barons, the sacred Ma* 
jesty of England, 
Still watching for the people's weal, demands 
Why you have brought your forces to the field ; 
Why you've unsheath'd the sword of civil rage ; 
Against the brother raised the brother's hand, 
And arm'd the son against the father's life ? 

Elvme* Compell'd by dire necessity, at last 
We draw the sword— we draw it for ourselves, 
We draw it for our country, for our children, 
For every Briton down through every age. 

Amb. And do you rise with rash rebellious seal 
To wrest the sceptre from your rightful prince. 
The delegate of Heaven ? 

Elvine* Long live the King, 
Our rightful prince ! But let the monarch know, 
That for bis subjects, not himself, he reigns. 
Let monarchs ne'er forget, that first tbe throne 
Rom in tbe camp ; — the Captain was the King ; 
He wore the laurel as his only crown. 
And sway'd the sceptre when he drew his sword. 

Amb, And has a monarch not his rights ? ^ 
* Baron* He has— 

Even for the rights of majesty we rise. 

Amb, Do subjects thus address their sovereign 
Lord? 

Baron* *Tis not to thee, but to the King, we 
come. 
Nor come we suppliants at the throne to kned : 
We beg not favours ; we demand our righu ; 
Hights ancient, indefeasible, divine : 
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We come to treat, the Baroos with the Prince^ 
The hoftt of Engknd with the royal host. 

Atnbn A?ene to draw thte sword, averse to shed 
His people's blood, our gracious Sovereign dogu 
An hour of audience to his Barons bold. 
Whatever suits the dignity of Kings, I 

The King will grant; your real grievances I 

The royal ear is open to receive, I 

The royal hand is stretched to redress. 

[TAe Boyal Tent opens. 

King John, {descending from his TArone.) 
What do my people from their King require ? 
Mvine. My sovereign liege, the nobles of the 
land. 
And all your faithful subjects, humbly greet 
Your gracious Majesty, who has vouchsafied 
To hear their grievances : If we at last 
Find grace and favour in our Sovereign's aigfal, 
Our joy will be complete ; the civil sword 
Will (hen be sheathed ; Britannia rest in peace ; 
The Kinobe glorious, and the people free. 
John, What are the grievances that need re- 
dress? 
'Have I e'er vrrong'd you ? What are your pe- 
titions? 
ArcKb, The ancient peers and barons of the 
realm. 
The reverend fathers of the Holy Church, 
The hoary-headed counsellors of state, 
And ministers of law, in council met, 
With one consent adopt U^e plan of rights 
Which our forefathers have deliver'd down 
A 9acred charge, and ratified with blood ; 
A plan which guards the freedotn of the isle. 
Which shields the subject, and enthrones the 
King. 
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John* My Lord, it suits not with your holy 
function 
To rise in arms against your lawful prince» 
Who might- remove the mitre from your head. 

Archb. Then he should mark the helmet in its 
place. 

John, Is not the priest the minister of peace ? 

Archb, The priest o# Jesus is the friend of man. 

John. And does the friend of man in horrid 
arms 
Let loose the wrath of war, and shake the land 
With dire commotion ? 

Archb, If I judge aright, 
From such commotions revolutions rise, 
And still will rise, congenial to the isle. 
Though Britain's Genius slumber in the caJm, 
He rears bis front to the congenial storm. 
The voice of freedom *s not a still small voice ; 
'Us in the fire, the thunder, and the storm, 
The goddess Liberty delights to dwell. 
If rightly I foresee Britannia's fate, 
The hour of peril is the halcyon hour ; "^ 
The shock of parties brings her best repose ; 
Like her wild waves, when working in a storm. 
That foam and roar, and mingle earth and heaven. 
Yet guard the island wliich they seem to shake. 

Eltfine. Most gracious Sovereign, let me inter- 
pose. 
Look to the host in yonder camp array'd ! 
In such a cause the sword was never drawn ; 
And never did the chivalry of England 
Arm in such majesty ; or pitch their tents 
In such a field : No faction for themselves, 
But England arming in the cause of freedom. 
No vassdi train attending on their Lord, 
K 
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But yeomen, knights, and aU the noble youth. 
Jjo ! thousands press on thousands to the fidd! 
From every cloud of dust an army comes ; 
The nation 's on its march<» 

John, Unfold your claims 
What does this charter to my subjects ^rant? 
Elvine. {presenting ii to Mm.) Our aocicot 
rights and libertiesf derived 
Down from Great Alfred through the Saxoa line, 
Confirmed and sealed by Edward the Co nfca sor . 
John, (perusing it in siience.) Your rights! 
your liberties ! This is rebellion. 
Presumptuous men ! Why do you not demand 
My kingdom too ? 

Mvine, We are not foes to kings, 
O king of England ! have not stretched forth 
A rebel hand to overset the throne. 
Or of one jewel rob the British crown. 
Thine is the kingdom ; may it long be thine ! 
'Tis liberty we ask ; His liberty, 
The kingdom of the people. Lo ! the rights 
Our fathers have bequeath*d us. Lo ! the rights 
Which Whequeath to ages yet unborn. 

John* What rights do you, or did your fiubos 
claim, ^ 
But what a king can give and take away ? 
Etvine* The rights of Britons, and the rights d 
men,. 
Which never king did give, and never king 
Can take away. What ! if a tyrant prince 
May rule at will, and lord it o*er the land. 
Where *s the grand charter of the human kind? 
Where the high birthright of the brave? aa^ 

where 
The majesty of man ? 
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John. My ancestor, 
William the Norman, won the BritiBh crown 
By dint of conquest How did you obtain 
These rights of yours? 

JBaroru. (draurmg their twords.) By these we 
gaiuM our rights — 
With these we will defend them. 

John, Come you thus 
To dash rebellion in the sacred face 
Of sovereignty, and, kneeling at the throne, 
Conspire against the King ? 

Mvine, May not the King 
Conspire against the people ? 

John. Kings may err ; 
But where 's the power superior to the prince ? 
JElvine. The King of JBogland is the first of 
men: 
Yet diere 's a power above the King— the laws, 
Which, to the monarch, as their subject, say, 
'* Thus far, no farther, does thy power extend." 
John. At whose tribunal can a king appear ? 
lUvine, At the tribunal of the kingdon^ 

^ohn. Ha ! 
Before whose majesty can he be brought ? 
Mvine, Before the majesty of all the people. 
John. The voice of kings alone should speidc of 

kings. 
Elvine, It is not mine with monarchs to contend. 
Our cause is brief. The nation *s up in arms. 
The sword is drawn. . This day decides our fate ! ' 
'Tis liberty, or death ! 

John, Have you resolved 
To shed the blood of England, or to save ? 

JElvine, Prepared for peace, prepared for war, 
we stand. 
Yon camp 6beys the signal of their chief, 
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And, at the motion of my lifted hand, 
Ten thousand swords will lighten in the field. 
My arm is stretched forth, and, if I draw 
The sword, I draw it to be sheathed no more. 
John, {after a pattse.) Reluctant still to risk my 
people's life, . 
Or shed their blood, I stand. Read your peti- 
tions. 
Whatever the laws require^ the King will give. 
Arckb. (holding Magna Charta.) O iSmgl 
chiefs T O barons bold ! O Britona ! 
This code of freedom is that glorious prize 
For which the nations, from the first of tinae^ 
Have toird, have fought, have conquer*d, and 

have bled.— 
The sages, lawgivers, and kings of old, 
Minos, Lycurgus, Solon, Numa, Alfred, 
Dion, Epaminohdas, Cato, Brutus, 
Founders of nations, fathers of the laws, 
Patriots devoted to the public good, 
Heroes, who for their country fought or bled. 
Martyrs of h'berty who died for man. 
The glorious guardians of the humaa race. 
Look down divine, and, bending from the sky. 
Their hoary figures consecrate the scene. 
And bless the passing hour. 

John, 'Tis well, 'tis welL 
What does your purpose aim at ? 

Archb, To revive 
Our ancient liberties ; to found anew 
An empire of the laws; restore the rigfata 
Our ancestors from age to age enjoy'd ; 
To settle England on a solid base^ 
Hie land of freedom ; firm upon his throne 
To make the sovereign of the British isle 
The greatest monarch of the greatest people. 
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John, Deliver the particulars of your churter. 
^ Archb, I^et every Briton, as his mind, be free, 
His person safe, his property secure ; 
His house as sacred as the fane of Heaven ; 
Watching, unseen, his ever open door. 
Watching the realm, the spirit of the laws ; 
His fate determined by the rules of right. 
His voice enacted in the common voice 
And general suffrage of the assembled realm ; 
No hand invisible to write his doom ; 
No demon starting at the midnight'hour, 
To draw his curtain, or to drag him down 
To mansions of despair. Wide to the world 
Disclose the secrets of the prison -walls^ 
And bid the groanings of the dungeon strike 
The public ear. Inviolable preserve 
Hie sacred shield that covers all the land, 
The heaven-conferr!d palladium of the isle^ « 
To Briton's sons— the judgment of their peers. 
On these great pillars, freedom of the mind. 
Freedom of speech, and freedom of the pen, 
For ever changing, yet for ever sure^ 
The base of Britain rests. 

John. These are the laws 
Of the Confessor, and to these I give 
A free, a full, and sovereign consent. 
But, while the foe approaches nigh, 
SacSi a consent would seem th* effect of fear. 
Or trick of policy. Let us unite. 
And join our forces for the hour of war ; 
The common foe dispersed, your charter sliall be 

seal*d. 
Elvme, Prompted by duty, we have drawn the 

sword 
To save our country ; the same sword we draw 
To guard our King : In every common cause 
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Britons Will jofn against their native foes. 
And still the people in the King confide. 
John* United now, both armies bend fhm 
march 
To meet the Dauphin. None so fit I know 

[To " 

To lead the war as you, illustrious youth. 
The hour of evening bids the trumpets sound. 

Albemakle and Eltiite. 

AlJbenu My noble kinsman, hail ! I knew thee 
not 
Beneath my roof, and with my daughter bred» 
Thou wast a son ! Alas ! at thought of Uiee 
Reproach knocks at my heart. Canst thoa fior- 

giVe? 
I need not ask, for thou art brave, my son. 
When we had wrong*d you deeply, sent of Hea- 
ven 
You dame, the better genius of the land. 
To save your countiy. 

Mlvine, Clad in anas, I came 
To do my duty. 

Alhem. Tou have saved the land. 
Your country, grateful to the sons of fame^ 
- Will charge herself with your illustrious meed. 
But, Elvine, how shall ever I repay 
The love and friendship you have ^ewn to me ? 
Elvine. There's one reward— 4>ut 'tia too much 
for roan ; 
My highest hope, the treasure of my life-^ 
Ail that my heart beats for beneath the sun 
, *Tis yours to give, my Lord. 

jilbem. Name it, ray son. 
Elvine, The race of honour I have early run: 
I*ve lived to glory, I would live to love. 
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Your daughter, fair Elvina— 'in the days 
Of youth I loved her— Were that matchless maid-* 
AEbewu Think of another choice;— Alas ! my 
son! 
This is the pang'that parents only feel !— \A^de. 
JSlmne. To me there is no other choice. Ah ! 
where, 
Where shall I find the rose of innocence, 
Touth in the flower, or beauty in the bloom. 
As in that peerless maid ? Is she not fair ? 
Is she not perfect in the prime of years, 
llie spring of beauty, and the mom of youth ? 

JIbenu My son ! the secret cannot be conceal*d. 
I have no daughter— worthy of thy arms. 
Elvhie. What ! God of Heaven ! Elvina is 
she not 
The grace and glory of the female kind. 
As angels radiant, and as angels pure? 
Jlbem* I> thought so once. 

Elvine, Defend me, powers of Heaven ! 
What has she done ? 

Alhem, Done ? she has done a deed 
That never can be named—- has rent my heart— 
Elvine, O ! she has been belied. I know her 
well. 
She is not to be judged by common rules : ' 
She left the crowd of womankind below ; 
She walk*d aloft in a peculiar path, 
And sprung to excellence^ 

Albem. Alas ! my son. 
It cannot be concealed. The burst of fate 
Will come upon tliee like the bolt of Heaven, 
I cannot utter— [Delivering a letter. 

These— these will convey 
A horrid tale— but words cannot express 
A father's anguish for a child that *s lost— 

\He goes <mt. 
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Elmne, f alone, reads the letter » J Trem e ndous 
this ! incredible ! impossible ! 
These to the Dauphin— after these pretend 
To loTe roe !— God of >^ature ! what is woman? 
At once to sink the vilest of her sex ! 
To plunge precipitant down to the deep 
Of hideous hell, the dungeon of the damn*d ! — 
[Tearing the leUer. 
Thus do I tear her from my soul for ever. 
Where am I now ? There 's not one beam of hope 
To light me through the infinite abyss !— 
One path there is, which all the brave must tread. 
It smiles upon my sight— down, down, my bent, 
A little whUe, thou shalt repose in peace. 
Nor feel t)ie blow that false Elvina gave. 



ACT V. 



ScxKE— ^ soUtary Heath, marked vfith the ruins of 
an old Castle, here and there a blasted tree* 

Elvikx, Edgar. 

Edgar, Forgive me, noble youth ! if I presume 
To rush unbidden on your secret hour. 
Alas ! my Lord, you come not near the camp. 
From lovers and from friends you stand afiur. 
Even from their tents you turn away your eye. 
Alone you stalk, with a disorder*d step 
And a wild eye, as if indeed you stood 
A friendless man, and outcast from the world. 

Elvine. *Tis past What have I more to do 
with man? 
I am no member of the living world ; 
No friend have I among the human kind. 
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Edgar* My gracious master ! Heaven prevent 
my fears I 
Alas ! my aged heart will burst in twain 
To see this day l^" [BursHng inio tears, 

Elvine, Come near me^ O my friend, 
Say, dost thou know me ?' 

Edgar, Know you ? good my Lord ! 
Descend, ye blessed angels, to his aid. 

Elvine* Edgar, the time has been when I was 
blest ! 
That time can come no more. In yonder camp 
They think me happy, and they call me great»- 
— Tliere is not such a wretch in the wide world ! — 
Edgar, O might I know what wounds your 
peiace? 

Elvine, *Tis here, 
The unseen dart that gives the mortal wound-* 
The malady of mind — You*ve known Elvina — 
She is a fiend of hell — 

Edgar, My gracious master, 
If right you study your repose or peace, 
judge not rashly of the maid you love ! 
Ehine, I judged not rashly. Gods ! what would 
I give 
To think her innocent ! But, I've such proof; 
Such shining, flaming, damning proof; her hand, 
Her own handwriting. — Ah ! departed hours 
That saw us happy, ye can ne*er return ! 
The circle of my friends was all my world ; 
That world has vanish*d~Oh ! the dreadful fall 
Of those we love from honour and from ftime, 
Comes like the general wreck— No future time, ' 
Not all the vast variety of thought 
Can bring one smiling image to my mind ; 
Can raise one ray of hope to break the gloom 
That doaes o'er my head.— From thought to 
thought 

K3 
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Restless I plunge ; *tis darkness ; *tis despair. 
Would I could think no more !— 

Edgar, Forget the false one: 
A worthless woman merits not a thought. 
Tour country calls you. Rise to higher thoughts. 
The Dauphin comes. 

Elmne. Perdition on his name !« 
By Heaven ! he shall not find me unprepared ! 
O for the trumpet's sound ! that I might rush 
To victory, to vengeance, and the grave ! 
—False as she is, yet I would wish to meet her; 
To see Elvina ere we part for ever ! 
To pierce her with her perfidy, her balkeness ; 
To utter all the fulness of my heart, 
To ven^ the secret fondness of my soul ! 
To let her know how blest she might have been !* 
Heaven bless ber still !— 

Behold she comes ! Depart — 

Enter Elvina. 

Elvvaa, And have I lived to hear the public voice 
Procbum thy praise, and join a people'a joy 
To hail thee hero of this happy day I 
While with the shouts of freedom and' of fame 
The camp re-echoes, and the nation rin^^ 
Say, Elvine, will the gentle voice of love 
Be grateful to thine ear ? From tent to teot. 
Round all the camp, I ran to meet my love, 
And spring into his arms ! 

[He t%ams andejrom her. 
Defend me, Hestven ! 
What secret stroke has blasted all thy joy 
Amid thy fame ? Why dost thou turn thine eyta 
l^rom thy Elvina ? Dost thou hide a grief 
Which I cannot partake, cannot console ? 
O my heart beats for thee ! Look on my face, 
O Elvine ! 6 my love !— 
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Mvme, I*ve known the tin)e 
When £lyine*s name, from his £Mna*s vdice, ' 
Which knows its tender wsy yet to my heart, 
Would have seduced me from my post in war. 
Now thou art changed ! — 

Mvina, Changred ! I can never change. 

Elvine, let me know— 

JElvine, Yes. Thou shalt know ; 
And thou shalt hear me— for the last time hear me ; 
For to the field of battle straight I go, 
From which, if steel can pierce an open breast, 

1 never shall return. For oh, Elvina ! 

I cannot with thee, nor without thee, live ! 

Elvina, My Lord, thy words I cannot compre- 
hend; 
But, oh ! I tremble at thy look so wild. 

Ehme. Oh ! once I loved thee ! Gods ! Gods I 
how I loved thee ! 
Each night, retiring from the ranks of war. 
Too came an angel to my constant dream : 
The dear idea met me in the morning ; 
I ne*er put on my armour but I thought 
On her whose knight I was, whose scarf I wore. 
Even in the wildness of my youthful mind 
I never wander'd from £lvina*s charms. 
While she — O Heavens ! 

Elvina. Guard me, ye gracious powers ! 
Daik are your words, but they are daggers, Elvioe ! 
Have I deserved reproach from him I loved ? 
O it was all my pleasure, all my pride. 
My joy in secret, and my public vaunt ; 
It soothed' me in the hour of my despair. 
That when your friends forsook you, I alone 
Was just and grateful .to an injured youth ; 
More just, more grateful, than he proves to me ! 

Elvine, The child of fancy, and the fool of love, 
What golden scenes I figured to myself! 
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In the day-dreatns of 017 romantie mind. 
You rose in beauty, smiling by my side. 
My sweet companion in the path of life. 
The wife of youth, the mistress of my nkind. 
The friend that never faird. O God ! O God ! 
The thought was Heaven, when wearied of the 

world 
Upon that bosom to recline my head. 
To hear the music of that tender tongue» 
To drink enchantment from those ndiaiit eyes^ 
To feel the pressure of those circling unns ! 
«-My God I from what a dream do I awake ! 
The. spell is broken, and the risiott 's fled. 
Witness these tears wrung from a tortured lieait, 
The first that Elvine for himself has shed ! 
What hast thou done, EIrina ? 

Elvina, Done» my Ixxd ! 
I am afraid you are disturb*d in mind. 

Elvine* INsturb'd in mind I Yes, I am distiirii'd 
in mind. . 
IWe that within which none of all the danua*d 
Can bear in burning hell— >for I have lot. ■ 
O, I have lost.the treasure of my soul ! 
My heart is torn from all that it held dear. 

Eluimu I fear some traitor has abused thine esr. 
Come to particulars, I chaige thee.— 
Speak. 

Elvine, O woman ! woman ! wonsafi f aak tfaj 
heart. 

Elvina, O Elvine^ *tis a kind one ! how it bests! 

Elvine. Yes it can beat-— can beat for all mso- 
kind. 
I am your fool no more. 

Elvina, Suspicion, Heavena! 
Dost thou nckt know me ? What is there on eiitb 
Whereon to rest, but that eternal rock. 
The heart of those we love? And can that fiul!—— 
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Alas ! why didst thou save me from the sword. 
To kill me tlius ? Would I bad died this day ; 
For then I su^er*d, then I would have died 
For thee !— <- 

Elvme. For me ! This is the extreme of guilt : 
The unpardonable crime : Serene to give 
The front of virtue to the soul of vice. 
For me ! 

Eitnna. Perhaps we ne*er shall meet again ! 
In this last moment, Elvine ! I conjure thee» 
By the bless'd memory of what we were ; 
By all the tender hours that we have pass*d ; 
The days of dearness, and the loves of youth ; 
Our food romantic hopes of future bliss ; 
The sighs we breathed in sympathy of soul ; 
The tears we mingled in that tender hour 
You laid your cheek to mine^ and fervent seal*d 
The sacred vow of everlasting love,— 
By all that's past, I charge thee, tell me, tell 
What is that crime, so flagrant and so foul, 
To cast me from tliy bosom. 

Mvine. (in tender emoiion.) Oh, Elvina! 

Ekfifia, Oh I by the present sorrows of my soul. 
Plaints which have sometimes touched a lover> 

heart, 
Tears, which a tender hand has wiped away— 
And am I now an alien to thy love ? 
Uofelt, uopitied, canst thou hear my voice 
Of lamentation, and unmoved behold 
The tears of her thou lovedst ?— 

mvine. Oh, Elvioa ! 
Though lost) I cannot see thee thus. 

Elvina. Then thus, 
Elvine, I claim my empire in thy arms. 

[RuMng to his airmi^ 

Elvine. {repuUing her.) Off, ofl^ faUe woman. 
Ah I there was a ti me 

Elvina, (with a broken voice.) lUavena! 
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£lvine. Hell! that is thy element. 

Elvma, WM crime? 

Elvine. Oh! infidelity. 

Elvina. What villain hath belied me ? 

Elvine, No villain. 

Elvina, Who then?. 

Elvine, Thy father. 

Elvina, What evidence ? 

Elvine: Thy letter. 

Elvina, Where? \ 

Elvine. I tore it in my wrath, 
As I will rend that ruffian of a lover, 
And give his spirit to the shades of hell. 

\^The trumpet rounds Jar batUe. 
Lady, we part for ever and for ever I 
I go without a tear ; for thou art fallen 
Below the most abandon'd of thy kind. 
God ! has that sex thy sanction to deceive? 
To shew a demon in the shape of heaven. 
And look like angels, while they *re devils damn'd? 
[Elviua standing fixed in aaonishment and 
despair, Albbmarl^ and Eioc^ c^me up 
to her ; shefamts in their arms. 
Emma, She's gone ! my noble lady, gone !— 
Albem, Helpv Heaven! 
Ye saints and angela» help ! 

[Bending over her in sSenee. 
Ha! she revives! 
Elvina, Where am I now? Ah! it avafla me 
not, 
For I can never be what once I was. 
£lvine is parted, never to return. 

Albem. The battle is begun. The sword is 
drawn. 
Convicted of thy falsehood, Elvine goes. 
Wild in the field to throw his life away. 
And bare his bosom to the certain sword 
Held out-*— 
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. Eivina, He might have known, be should have 

known. 
That his Eivina never would prove false. 

Jibem. How could he doubt it when I told 
him so ? 

Eivina. My father my accuser ! 

Atbem. O, my child! 

Thy letter to the Dauphin 

Eivina, To the Dauphin ! 
No letter to the Dauphin I e*er sent 

Albem* This mom the French ambassador pro- 
duced it 
Before the Barons : We had read it all. 
Elvhuu O Heaven! that letter was address*d 
to him. 
To Elvine— 
jilbem, Elvine ? Have a care, my child ! 
Eivina. To Elvine it vpas 'written.—- Emma 
knows it. 
Ha ! when I ponde r my disordered mind 
Forgot the address. — The cursed Ambassador 
Supplied the blank, and mark'd it for the Dauphin. 

Albem. O, this unfolds the fatal mystery ! 
My child is innocent. [Taking her in his arms. 
^ ^ Eivina. But I am undone. 

Eternal destiny! this is thy work. 
Ready to rush upon the certain sword. 
He goM devoted— Oh ! he never knew 
How much I loved him— -to distraction loved him ! 
Knew not the throbs, the palpitations wiki. 
The unutterable heavings of a heart 
Where reign*d his image. — Now to death he goes, 
And thinks me false.— O Heaven, amid my woes, 
My flowing miseries, for him I weep ; 
For lUvine is as wretched— as Eivina ! 

[Sounds heard. 
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Albem. *Tis o*er. Tbe signal of poisiiit is 

given. 
Emma. Crowds icbasing crowds, and flaabiof 
anus I see, 
And garments stain*d with blood. *Ti8 like tbe 

storm, 
When beaven, and earth, and ocean mingle war. 

Enter suddenly Edgak^ 

Edgar. The battle's over, and the foe is fled. 
Her sudden effort made^ vain-glorious France 
Forsook the field. 

Elvina. Ha! Elvioe? Where? 
Edgar^ Aghast, 
Long did be look this way, with aspect wild ; 
His hands' in agony extreme he wrung^ ; 
With faltering voice, in broken sounds, he criedt 
** I*ve conquered— now I perish— Oh, EWina!" 
Then, with determined band, his sword be drew. 
And instant plunged amid the hostile ranks, 
Which closed behind him. 

jfibem. Ah ! illustrious youth, 
Cut oflP untimely in thy bright career. 
And all thy honours wither*d in the dost ! 
Cold in the silent tomb^ thou shalt not hear 
The song of triumph which thy country sings 
In honour of thy deeds ; shalt not behold 
The^ tears of England which embalm thy name. 
Almighty ! where was thine outstretdied arm. 
When virtue struggled in the toils of fate. 
When honour perished in the villain's snare ? 
—Elvina, mute and motionless you stand. 
No tender drops bedew thy fixed eye. 
A sullen sorrow darkens idl thy features. 
Ah! save me. Heaven, from that foreboding 
look— 
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tf y daughter, shun the hour of desperation, 
jet us withdraw our steps. 

Ehma,, Ay— to the grave. 

Albem* O look not on me with that eye forlorn 1 

I^mna, Never, ah ! never shall I see him more. 

Albenu No friend, no comforter have I on earth 
3ut thee, my child ! My daughter, live for me.— > 

Elvimu It glooms ! shall I not find thee in the 
tbmb? 
3h! Elvine,£lvine! 

Enter suddenly Elvine. 

JElvme. Here I am, Elvina-* 
Forgive me, O my love ! I knew thee not. 
[ sought the Dauphin through the ranks of war ; 
We fought ; he fell the victim of my sword-*- 
[t was the Ambassador, like^him array 'd, 
Who told his guilt ; thy innocence ; and died* 
Angelic goodness ! What can e*er atone 
For foul suspicion of thy spotless fame ; 
Thou fairest, and thou best of womankind ? 
Elvina. Words cannot speak the language of 
my heart. 
'Twas fatal destiny. Yet, Elvine, know, 
The pang which pierced me most, was what thou 
felt 
Elvine. Look on the past as but a dreary dream ; 
Oh ! let me find forgiveness in thy arms ! 

[^Embradng* 
Albenu Heaven bless you both, my children ! 
i^ow, in peace 
My hoary head shall to the grave descend. 

Enter in procetsion, Archbishop, Barons, 

KVIGHTS. 

Archb* (with Magna Charta in his hand. To 
Elvine,) 
By thee, great chief, the victory is won. 
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Andlo ! the charter of our freedom seal'd ! 
To Heaven, to Heaven ascend eternal pivuel 
Barons, the tears which trickle from those ejes 
Are patriot drops ; for Britain now is free! 
- Albem, Let unborn ages echo to the sound! 
Now England, rising firom the dost, resumes 
Her name among the nations, and unfolds 
The page of glorj to remotest time. 
The memory of this day will raise a race 
Of daring spirits in the dregs of time ; 
A nation of the brave, a kingly people. 
Bold in the cause of freedom and their fiitben^ 
And for their country prodigal of blood. 

Archb. (in emoHoiu) From future time the Tcil 
is drawn aside. 
The hidden volume opens to mine eye. 
And lo ! they rise ! 

Albem, He trembles, and he glovs, 
Like ancient prophets when they felt the God. 

Archb, Barons, this glorious day, tbb hallow'd 
ground 
Shall never be forgot :— -To Runnamede, 
The field of freedom, Britain's sons shall come, 
Shall tread where heroes and where patriots trad, 
To worship as they walk ! 

Albem. Rapt into heaven, 
High visions pass before the holy man ; 
His tranced accent is the voice dirine. 

Archb. The day of Britain now begins to dawn, 
Red in its rise. Heaven opens : And behoM 
The hours of glory and the mom of men 
Ascending o'er the globe. An era new. 
The last of ages, now begins to roll. 
The reign of liberty. The Goddess comes 
Down from high heaven ; her garment dyed in 

blood; 
The sword refulgent in her lifted hand : 
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She looks ; and fixes, never to remove. 
Her throne and sceptre in Britannia's isle. 

Elvine* O blest of Heaven, who shall behold 
the day 
Of Britain shine? 

Jrchb. The Queen of Isles behold, 
Sitting sublime upon her rocky throne, 
The region of the storms ! She stretches forth 
In her right hand the sceptre of the sea, 
And in her left the balance of the earth. 
The guardian of the globe, she gives the law : 
She calls the winds,- the winds obey her call. 
And bear the thunder of her power, to burst 
0*er the devoted lands, and carry fate 
To kings, to nations, and the sulject world. 
Above the Grecian or the Roman name. 
Unlike the great destroyers of the globe, 
She fights and conquers in fair Freedom's cause. 
Her song of victory the nations sing : 
Her triumphs are the triumphs of mankind. 
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William Falcohxr, the author of the Shipwreck, 
was bom at Edinburgh in 1730. His father, who 
was very poor, and followed the profession of a 
barber, had a large family, who were all either 
deaf or dumb, with the exception of William. 
William's education consisted of reading, writings 
and arithmetic : to these he himself afterwards 
added a slight knowledge of the French, Spanish, 
Italian, and German languages. 

When still young he entered on board a mer- 
chant vessel at Leith, in which he served an ap- 
prenticeship. After this he became servant to 
Campbell, the author of Lexiphanes, who was 
purser of a ship. Falconer continued in the mer- 
chant service till 1762, in which year he published 
*' The Shipwreck," a work which has immortalised 
his name. It is evident that this poem was found- 
ed on circumstances which had actually occurred 
to the author; but the real narrative of his ship- 
wreck has always remained unknown. The poem 
became exceedingly popular : it was dedicated to 
his Royal Highness Edward Duke of York, who 
was an admirtd in the navy, and at whose recom- 
mendation Falconer soon after left the merchant 
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service, and became a midshipman on bond llif 
Royal George. This vessel was paid off at tin 
peace in 1765 ; and Falconer, in the course of tb 
samlB year, was appointed purser of the Glorf 
frigate. He soon afterwards married a young ladf, 
Miss Hicks, who survived him. In 1767 hem 
appointed from the GLory to the Swifbure. 

Falconer published in 1769 a UniversalBk' 
tionary of the Marine. At this period he residd 
in London, supporting himself chiefly by his lite*! 
nury labours ; and it is said that he wrote obo- 
sionally in the Critical Review, then edited br 
Mallet the poet. ^Mr Murray, the father of the 
present celebrated publisher, on succeeding to Mt 
Sandby's business in Fleet-street, offered Fabwr 
a share, which he declined. 

While engaged in preparing a third editioD of 
the Shipwreck, our marine poet was appoutd 
purser to the Aurora^ frigate, Captain Lee. Sk 
was under orders to carry out Mr Vansittartuii 
the other commissioners to I ndia. Falconer sailed 
with her on the 30th September 1769: T^. 
arrived safe at the Cape of Good Hope, wbick 
they left on the ^th December following, am 
were heard of no more. It was supposed thattbe 
vessel had foundered in the Mosambdque cbaoneL 
Thus was Falconer cut off in the prime of liiib 
and with considerable prospects of promotion, fitf 
this was only one among the many instances of (be 
instability of all merely human expectations ! 

Falconer, however, has left a name behind bis 
that will last with the English language; fbrtbe 
Shipwreck is throughout a pure^ and elegant, aoi 
truly beautiful poem. 

J. 

Edkiburgh, 9.\a October 18SS. 
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CAJNTO J. 



topOMlof thestd>ject. Invocation. Apology. AiIegori««l 
description of Memory. Appeal to her assistance. The 
Btory begun. Retrospect of tne former part of the voyage. 
The ship arrives at Candia. Ancient state of that island. 
Present state of the adjacent isles of Oreeoe. llie season, 
of the year. Character of the master and his oflScers, 
Story dt Falemon and Anna. Evening described. Mid* 
DighL the ship weighs anchcnr, and departs from the 
baveo. State of the weather. DIoming. Situation of the 
nagfabooring shores. Operation of taking the sun's act- 
muth. Description of the vessel 00 0een fxom the land. 

'Ae Scene is near the City qf Candia j and the Time about 
Four Daps and a Half. 

^HiLE jarring interests wake the world to arms, - 
ind fright the peatiiful Tale wkb dire aknos i 
^hile Ocean hears ▼indieiive thunders foU, 
long his trembling wave, from pole to> pole ; 
igIe of the tcene, where War, with ruthless hand, 
preads desolation o*er the bleeding land ; 
ick of the tmnnlt, where the trumpet's breath 
ids ruin smile, and drowns the groan of de«th ! • 
L 
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Then, let not Censure, with malignant j«y, 
The.banrcstof his humble hope destroy! 
His vene no laurel wreath attempts to dmm. 
Nor sculptured brass to tell the poet's name. 
If terms uncouth^ and jarring phrases, wound 
The softer sense with inharmonious sound, 
Yet here let listening Sympathy prevail, 
While conscious Truth unfolds her piteous tale ! 
And lo I the power that wakes the eventful soog 
Hastes hither : from Lethean banks along, 
She'.sweeps the gloom, and, rushing on the sight 
Spreads o*er the kindling scene propitioQs li^ ! 
In her right hand.an ample roll appears, 
Fraught with long annals of precediog yeais ; 
With every wise and noble art of man. 
Since first the circling hours their course begto. 
Her left a silver wand on high display *d, 
Whose magic touch dispds Oblivion's shade. 
Pensive her look ; on radiant wings tiiat glow 
Like Juno's bird^ or Iris* flaming bow. 
She sails ; and swifter than the course of light, 
Directs her rapid intellectual flight. 
The fugitive ideas she restores, 
And calls the wandering thought from Lethe'i 

shores; 
To things long past a second date she gives, 
And hoary Time from her fresh youth receires. 
Congenial sifter of immortal Fame, 
She shares her power, and Memory is ber naxot. 

O first-bom daughter of primeval Time ! 
By whom transmitted down in every dine, 
The deeds of ages long elapsed are known. 
And blazon'd glories spread from zone to' aone; 
Whose breath dissolves the gloom of mental nig))' 
And o*er the obscured idea pours the light ! 
Whose wing unerring glidesthrough time and pM 
And trackless scours the immensity of space ! 
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Say ! on what seas, for thou alone canst lell, 
What dire misbap a iated ship befel, 
Assail'd by tempests ! girt 'with hostile shores \ 
Arise ! .approach ! unlock thy tredsured stores ! 

A ship from £gypt, o'er the deep impeird 
By Riding winds, her course for Venice held ; 
Of famed Britannia were ihf galbnt crew. 
And from that isle her name the vessel drew. 
The wayward steps of Fortune, that delude 
Full oft to ruin, eager they pursued ; 
And,'d8zsled by her visionary glare. 
Advanced incautious of each fatal snare ; 
Though wam*d full oft the slippery tract to shun, 
Yet hope, with 6attering voice, betray'd them on. 
Beguiled to danger thus, they left behind 
The scene of peace, and social joy resign'd. 
Ix>Dg absent they, from friends and native home, ' 
The cheerless ocean were inured to roam : 
Tet Heaven, in pity to severe disuness, 
Had qrown'd each painful voyage with kuccess; 
Still to atone for toils and hazards past. 
Restored them to maternal plains at last 

Thrice had the sun, to rule the varying year. 
Across the equator roird his flaming sphere, 
Since, last the vessel spread her ample sail 
From Albion's coast, obsequious to the gale. 
She o'er the spacious flood, from shore to shores 
Unwearying wafted her commercial store. 
The richest ports of Afric she had view'd. 
Thence to fair Italy her course pursued ; 
Had left behind Trinacria's burning isle, - 
An4 visited'tbe mtArgin of the Nile ; 
And. now, that winter deepens round the pole, 
The circling voyage hastens to its goal. 
Th^, blind to Fate's inevitable law. 
No dark, event to blast their hope foresaw ; 
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But fifttn giy Venice soon eipect to i 
For Britain's coast, and dread no perils near. 
A thousand tender thoughts their sools emploj, 
That ibndly dance to scenes of future jojr* 

Thus time elapsed, while o'er the pathless tide 
Their ship through Grecian seas the pilot* guidt 
Occasion caiPd to toiiph at Candia's sh<>re^ 
Which, bleas'd with favouring winds thcj sooo 

explore^ 
The haven enter, borne before the gale. 
Dispatch their commerce^ and prepare to auL 

Eternal Powers ! what ruins from a£ur 
Mark the fell tract of desolating War ! 
Here Art and ComBDerce, with auspicious reign, 
Once breathed sweet iniuence on the happy jUdtl 
While o'er the lawn, with dance and fiestiTe sosg, 
Young Pleasure led the jocund hours along. 
In gay luxuriance Ceres too was seen 
To crown the valleys with eternal green. 
For wealth, for valour, courted and revered. 
What Albion is, fair Candia then appear'd.— 
Ah ! who the flight of ages can revoke ? 
The free-bom spirit of her sons is broke ; 
They bow to Ottoman's imperious yoke ! 
No longer Fame the drooping heart inspires, 
For rude Oppression quench'd its genial fires. 
But still her fields, with golden harrests crown'ili 
Supply the barren shores of Greece around. 
What pale distress afflicts tbose'wreCebed ides ! 
There Hope ne'er downs, and Pleasure oenr 

smiles ; 
The vassal wretch obsequious drags bis diain, 
And hears his famish'd babes lament in vain. 
These eyes have seen the dull reluctant soil 
A seventh year scorn the weary labourer's toil 
No blooming Venus, on the desert shore. 
Now views with triumph captive gods adore : 
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No lovely HdenB now, with fttCal dharois, 
Call forfh the avdoging cbiefs of Oreeoe to arms t 
No Ihir PenelopM enchant the eye, 
For whom oontendiBg kings are proud to die. 
Here sullen Beauty dieda a twilight ray, 
While Sorrow bids her vernal bloom decay. 
Thoee charms, so long renpwn'd in classic strains, 
Had dimly shone on Albion's happier pkuns ! 

Now» in the southern hemisphere the sun 
Through the bright Virgin and the Scales had run ; 
And en the ecliptic wheel'd his winding way, 
' Till the fierce Siiorpion felt his flaming ray. ' 
The ship was nioor'd beside the wave^worn strand ; 
Four days 'her anchors bite the golden sand : 
For sickening vapours lull the air to sleep, 
And not n braese awakes the silent deep. 
This, when the autumnal equinox is o*er, 
And Phoebus in the north declines no more. 
The watchfbl rauriner, whom Heaven informs^ 
Oft deems the prelude of approaching storms. 
True to his trust, when sacred dvky calls. 
No brooding storm the master's soul ap|»ls; 
The advancing season warns him to the mafai— > 
A captive, fetter'd to the oar of gain ! 
His anxtout heart, impatient of delay, 
Expects the winds to sail from Candia's bay ; 
Determined, from whatever point they rise, 
To unst his fortune to the seas and skies. 

Tbott living ray of intellectual fire. 
Whose voluntary gleans my Terse inspire ! 
Ere yet the deepening incidento prevail. 
Till roused attention feel our plaintive tale. 
Record whom, chief among the gallant crew^ 
The unblest pnrsttit of fortune hither drew ! 
Can sons of Neptune, gswsroos, brave, and bold. 
In pain and hasard toU for sordid gold ? 
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They can I for gold, too oft^ widi magic art, 
Subdues each nobler iiopttlae of the heart : 
This crowns th^ prosperous vUlaia with applanse, 
To vvbOXD» in vain,, sad merit pJbads her eause ; 
This streyvs with roses life's perplexinf^ roed» 
And leads Che way to Pleasure's beat abode ; 
With slaughtered vlctiois fills the weepiug i^aio, 
And smooths the furrows of the treacfaeroot mtin. 

O'er .the gay Vessel* and her darin^r band. 
Experienced Albert held the chief commaad; 
Though traiu'd in boisterous elements, hk iniDd 
Was yet by soft humanity refined. 
Each joy of wedded love at home be knew ; 
Abroadf confest the father of his crew ! 
Brave, liberal, just-^the calm doaaestic scene 
Had o'er his temper breathed a gay serene. 
Him Science taught by mystic lore to trace 
The planets wheeling in eternal race ; 
To mark the ship ia floating balaocef held* 
By earth attracted, and by seas repell'd ; 
Or point her devious track through climea anknowi, 
That leads to every shore and every zone. 
He saw the moon chr/ough heaven's blue eoDctre 

glide, 
And into motion charm the expanding tide; 
Wbi^e earth impetuous round her axle roUa, 
Exalts, her watery zone,, and sinks the poles ; 
Light and attraction, from their genial aomce^ 
He saw still wandering with diminiah'd fovea; 
While On the margin of declining day 
Night's shadowy cone reluctant melts away.«» 
Inured to peril, with unconquer'd soul. 
The chief beheld tempestuous oceans roll ; 
His genius, ever for the event prepared, 
Bose with the storm, and all its dangers shaied. 

The second powers and office Bodmoqd bore; 
A hardy son of England's furthest shore ! 
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Whore bleak Novihumbria pours her saTage train 
In sable squadrons o*er the northern main ; 
That* with her pitchy entrsijs stored, resort^ 
A sooty tribe I to fair Augusta's 'port. 
Where'er in ambu^ lurk the fetal sands, 
They claim the danger, proud of skilful bands ; 
For nvfaiie, with darkMng course, their vessels sweep 
The winding shore, or plough the faithless deep, 
O'er bar* -and shelf the watery path they sound 
With dexterous ann, sagacious of the ground ! 
Fearless they combat every hostile wind, 
Wheeling in macy tracks with course inclined. 
Expert to moor, where terrors line the road. 
Or win the anchor from its dark abode ; 
But drooping and relax'd in dimes afar, 
Tumnltuous and undisciplined in war. 
Such Bodmond >ras; by learning unrefined, 
That oft enlightens to corrupt the mind. 
Boisterous of manners ; train'd in early youth 
To scenes that shame the conscious cheek of Truth, 
To scenes that Nature's struggling voice contrd, 
And freeze com)>assion rising in the soul ! 
Where the grim helkhounds prowling round the 

shore, ' 
With foul intent the stranded bark explore—- 
Deaf to the voice of woe, her decks Aey board, 
While tardy Justice slumbers o'er her sword-— 
The indignant Muse, severely taught to feel. 
Shrinks from a theme she Uushes to reveal ! 
Too afi example^ arm'd with poisons fell, 
Pollutes the shrine where Mercy loves to dwell. 
Thus Rodmond, train'd by this unballow'd crew. 
The sacred social passions never knew : 

• A bar is known In Hydrography, to be a mass of earth 
or sand collected by the suxgeof the sea, at the eotrance of 
a river or haven, ao as to render the navigation difficult, and 
often daaserous. 

L3 
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Uoakiird to argue, in dilute. yet loud ; 
Bold without caution, without honours proud : 
In art unschool'd ; each veteran rule be prised. 
And all improvement 'liaughtily despised. 
Yet, though full oft to future perib blind. 
With skill superior glow*d his daring mtnd. 
Through snares of death the reeling bark to guide, 
When. midnight shades involve the raging tide. 

To Rodmond next, in order of command. 
Succeeds the youngest of our naval band. 
But what avails it to record a name 
That courts no rank among the sons of Fame? 
While yet a stripling, oft with fond alanns 
His bosom danced to Nature's boundless cbanns. 
On him fair Science dawn*d in happier hdur, 
Awakening into bloom young Fancy's flower ; 
But frowning Fortune, with untimely blast. 
The blossom wither'd, and the dawn o'ercast. 
Forlorn of heart, and by severe decree, 
Condemn'd reluctant to the faithless sea. 
With long farewell he left the laurel giove^ 
Where science and the tuneful sisters rove. 
Hither he wander'd, anxious to explore 
Antiquities of nations now no more ; 
To penetrate each distant realm unknown, i 

And range excursive o'er the untravell'd sone. i 
In vain---for rude Adversity's conunand, I 

Still on the margin of each famous laud, { 

With unrelenting ire his steps opposed. 
And every gate of Hope against him closed. 
Permit my verse, ye blest Pierian train. 
To call Arion this ill-fated swain ! 
For; like that bard unhappy, on his head 
Malignant stars their hostile influence shed. 
Both, in lamenting ni|mbers, o'er the deep, 
WiUi conscious anguidi taught the harp to weep; 
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And both the nigmg sui^ in safbty bore, 
Amid destmctfon, panting to the shore. 
This last, our tragic story from the wave 
Of dark Oblivion^haply yet may save ; 
With genuine sympathy may yet complain. 
While sad remembrance bleeds at every vein. 

Such were the pilots— tutor'd to divine 
The untraveird course by geometric line ; 
Train'd to command and range the various sail, 
Whose various force conforms to every gale. 
Charged with the commeice, hither also came 
A gallant youth, Palemon was his name : 
A father's stern resentment doom'd to prove, 
He came«- the victim of unhappy love ! 
His heart for Albert's beauteous daughter bled ; 
For her a secret flame his bosom fed. 
Nor let the wretched slaves of Folly scorn 
This genuine passion, Nature's eldest bom ! 
'Twas his with lasting anguish to complain. 
While blooming Anna mourn'd the cause in vain. 

Graceful of form, by Nature taught to please, 
Of power to melt the female breast with ease. 
To her Palemon told his tender tale, 
Soft as the voice of Summer's evening gale : 
O'eijoy'd, he saw her lovely eyes reletit; 
The blushing maiden smiled with sweiet consent 
Oft in the mazes of a neighbouring grove. 
Unheard, they breathed alternate vows of love : 
By fond society their passion grew. 
Like the young blossom fed with vernal dew. 
In evil hour the officious tongue of Fame 
Betray'd the secret of their mutual ^me : 
With grief and anger struggling in his breast 
Falemon's father heard the tale confest^ 
Long had he Usten'd with Suspicion's ear. 
And learnt, sagacious, this event to fear. 
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Too well, hir youth ! tliy libenl heart he knew ; 
A heart to Nature^s warm uDpresaons true ! 
Full oft bis wisdom strove with fruitless toil. 
With avarice to pollute that generous soil : 
That soil, impregnated with nobler seed. 
Refused the culture of so rank a weed. 
Elate with wealth, in active commerce won. 
And basking, in ^e smile of Fortune*^ sun. 
With scorn the parent eyed the lowly shade 
That veil'd the beauties of this chaiming maid: 
Indignant he rebuked the enamoor'd boy. 
The flattering promise of his fiiture joy ! 
He soothed and menaced, anxious to reclaim 
This hopeless passion, or divert its aim ; 
Oft led the youth where circling joys deHght 
The ravished sense, or beauty charms the sight 
With all her powers, enchanting Music fiul'd, 
And Pleasure's syren voice no mere preTail^d. 
The merchant, kindling then with proud dis- 
dain, 
In look and voice assumed an harsher strata ; 
In absence now his only hope remain*d. 
And such the stem decree his will ordain'd. 
Deep anguish, while Palemon beard his doom. 
Drew o*er his lovely face a saddening gloom : 
In vain with iHtter sorrow he repined. 
No tender pity toudi'd that sordid mind : 
To thee, brave Albert, was the charge cons^'d. 
The stately ship, forsaking England's sIkvc^ 
To regions far remote Palemon bore. 
Incapable of change^ the unhappy youth 
Still loved fair Anna with eternal troth : 
From clime to dime an exile dobm'd to roam. 
His heart stiU panted ibr its secret home. 

The moon had circled twice her wayward aooe 
To him since young Arion first was known ; 
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Who^ wandering here through many a scene re* 

nown*d, 
In Alexandria's port the vessel found ; 
Where, anxious to review his native shore* 
He on the roaring wave en)bark*d once more^ 
Oft, by pale Cynthia's melancholy light, 
With him Palemon kept the watch of night ! 
In whose sad bosom many a sigh suppresa'd 
Sonoe painful secret of the soul confess^. 
Perhaps Arion soon the cause divined, 
niough shunning still to probe a wounded mind : 
He felt the chastity of silent woe, 
Though glad the balm of comfort to bestow. 
He, with Palemon, oft recounted o'er 
The tales of hapless love in ancient lore, 
Kecaird to memory by the adjacent shore. 
The scene thus present, and its story known, 
The lover sigh'd for sorrows not his own. 
Thus, though a recent date their friendship bore. 
Soon Hie ripe metal own'd the quickening ore ; 
For in one tide their passions seem'd to roll. 
By kindred age and sympathy of soul. 

These o'er the inferior navkl train preside, 
The course determine, or the commerce guide : 
O'er all the rest, an undistinguisb'd crew. 
Her wing of deepest shade Oblivion drew. 

A sullen languor still the skies opprest, 
And held the unwilling ship in strong arrest 
High in his chariot glow'd the lamp of day. 
O'er Ida flaming with meridian ray: 
Relax'd from toil, the sailors range the shore. 
Where famme, war, and storm are felt no more : 
The hour to social pleasure they resign, 
And black remembrance drown in generous wine. 
On deck, beneath the shading canvass spread, 
Rodmond a rueful tale of wonders read. 
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Of dragoiM roaring on the enchanted coast* 
The hideous goblin, and the yelling ghost : 
But with Aribn from the sultiy heat 
Of noon, Palemoa sought a cool retreat. 
And lo! the shore with mournful prospects crown*d; 
The rampart torn with many a fatal wouod ; * 
The ihiin'd bulwark tottering o'er the strand ; 
Bewail' the stroke of War's tremendous hand. 
What scenes of woe this hapless isle o*erspread I 
Where late thrice fifty thousand warriors bled. 
Full twice twelve summers were yatt towers as. 

saird, 
Till barbarous Ottoman at last pvevaiTd ; 
While thundering mines- the lovely plains o*er- 

tum'd, 
While heroes fell, and domes and temples bom'd. 

But now before them happier scenes arise ! 
Elysian vales salute their ravish'd eyes : 
OHve and cedar form'd a grateful shade. 
Where light with gay romantic error stray'd. 
The myrtles hero with fond caresses twine ; 
There, rich with nectar, melts the pregnant Tioe. 
And lo! the stream renown*d in classic song^ 
Sad Lethe, glides the silent vale along. 
On mossy banks, beneath the citron grove. 
The youthful. wanderers found a wild alcove: 
Soft o'er the fairy region Languor stole. 
And with sweet Melancholy charm'd the soul. 
Here first Palemon, while his pensive noind 
For consolation on his friend reclined, 
In Pity's bleeding bosom pour'd the stream 
Of Love's soft anguish, and of grief supreme: 



* The intelligent reader will readily discover, that these 
remarks allude to the ever-memorabl* wen of Caiidia,whicb 
was taken from the Venetians by the Turiu, in 1669 ; beiif 
then considered as impregnable, and esteemed the moat for- 
midable in the uniYerse. • 
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Too true thy woitls ! hy aweet remembraDe^ taught, 
My heatt in secret bleeds with tender thought : 
In vain it courts the solitary shades 
By every action, every look betrayed ! 
The pride of generous woe disdains appeal 
To hearts that unrelenting frosts congeal : 
Yet sure, if right Palemon can divine, 
The sense of gentle pity dwells in thine. 
Yes ! all his cares thy sympathy shall know. 
And prove the kind companion of his woe. 

Albert thou know*sty with skill and science 
graced. 
In humble station though by Fortune placed, 
Yet never seaman more serenely brave 
Led Britain's conquering squadrons o*er the wave. 
Where full in view Augusta's spires are seeri, 
With flowery lawns and waving woods between, 
A peaceful dwelling stands in modest pride. 
Where Thames, slow winding, rolls his ample tide. 
There live the hope and pleasure of his life, 
A pious daughter, with a faithful wife. 
For his return* with fond officious care, 
Still every grateful object these prepare ; 
Whatever can allure the smell or sight, 
Or wake the drooping spirits to delight 

This blooming maid in Virtue's path to guide, . 
Her anxious parents all their cares applied : 
Her spotless soul, where soft compassion reiga'd. 
No vice untuned, no sickening fully stain'd. 
Not fairer grows tlie lily of the vale^ 
Whose bosom opens to the vernal gale : 
Her eyes, unconscious of their fatal charms, 
Xhriird every heart with exquisite alarms ; 
Her face, in Beauty's sweet attraction drcss'd, 
The smile of maiden-innocence express'd ; 
While JBealtb, that rises with the new-born day. 
Breathed o*er her cheek the softest blush of May : 
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StQl in her look complacence smiled flereoe; 
She moved the charmer of the mral scene. 

*Twas at that season when the fields renime 
Their loveliest hues, array *d in vernal bloom; 
Yon ship, rich freighted from the Italian shores 
To Thames* fair banks her costly tribute bore: 
While thus my father saw his ample hoard, 
From thb, return, with recent treasures stored; 
Me, with affairs of commerce charged, he sent 
To Albert's humble mansion : soon I went! 
Too soon, alas ! unconscious of the event 
There, struck with sweet surprise and talent ave, 
The gentle mistress of my hopes I saw: 
There, wounded first by Lome's resistless snBs, 
My glowing bosom throbb'd with strange alinos. 
My ever charming Anna ! who alone 
Can all the frowns of cruel fate atone ; 
Oh ! while all conscious Memory holds her power, 
Can I forget that sweetly- painful hour, 
When from those eyes, with lovely lighoa^ 

fraught. 
My fluttering spirits first the infection caugbt; 
When, as I gazed, my faltering tongue betny'd 
The heart's quick tumults, or refused its aid; 
While the dim light my ravish*d eyes forsook, 
And every limb, unstrung with terror, shook! 
With all her powers, dissenting Reason stron 
To tame at first the kindling flame of Love; 
She strove in vain \ subdued by charms divioei 
My soul a victim fell at Beauty's shrine. 
Oft from the din of bustling life I stray'd, 
In happier scenes to see my lovely maid} 
Full oft, where Thames his wandering current M 
We roved at evening hour through flower; meids; 
There, while my heart's soft anguish I rereal'd, 
To her with tender sighs my hope appealU 
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While die sweet nymph my faithful tale beHered, 

Her snowy breast with secret tumult heaved; 

For, tFHn'd in nind scenes from earliett youth. 

Nature was her's, and innocence and truUi. 

She never knew tfae.city damsel's arl^ 

Whose frothy pettness. charms tbe vacant heart ! 

My suit prevaird ; for Love inferm'd my tongue. 

And on his votary's lips persuasion hung. 

Her eyes with ccmsdous sympathy withdrew. 

And o'er her cheek the rosy current flew. 

Thrice happy hours ! where, with no dark allay, 

Life's fairest sunshine gilds the venial day ! 

For here the sigh, that soli affection heaves, 

From stings of sharper woe the soul rriieves. 

£l}nian scenes, too happy long to last ! 

Too soon a storm the smiling dawn o'ercast! 

Too soon some demon to my father bore 

Tile tidings that his heart with anguish tore. 

My pride to kindle^ with dissuasive voice 

Awhile he labour'd to degrade my choice.; 

Then, in the whirling wave of Pleasure, sought 

From ito loved object to divert my thought 

With eqtial hope he might attempt to bind 

In chains of adamant the lawless wind; 

For Love had aim'd die fatal shafi too sure, . 

Hope fed the wound, and absence knew no cure. 

With alienated look, each art he saw 

StUl baffled by superior Nature's law. 

Bis anxious nund on various schemes revolved ; 

At last on cruel exile he resolved : 

l^e rigorous doom was fiz'd ; alas ! how vain 

To him of tender anguish to oomphdn ! 

His soul, that never Love's sweet influence felt, 

By social sympathy could never melt ; 

With stern command to Albert's charge he gave, 

"^o wafi Fiilemon o'er the distant wave. 
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The ship was laden and prepare d to saO, 
And only waited now the leading gale. 
'Twas oufB in that sad period, first to prove 
The hearuiek torments of despairing love ; 
The impatient wish that never feels repoae ; 
Dedre that with perpetual current flows ; 
The fluctuating pangs of hope and fear ; 
Joy distant still, and sorrow ever near ! 
Thus, while the pangs of thought severer grew. 
The western, bieezes inauspicious blew. 
Hastening the moment of our last adieu. 
The vessel parted on the fiilling tide ; 
Tet Time one sacred hour to Love supplied. 
The night was silent, and advancing fisst. 
The moon o*er Thames her silver mantle cm. 
Impatient Hope the midnight path ezploied, 
And led me to the nymph my soul adored. 
Soon her quick footsteps struck my listeoiag etr; 
She came oonfest! the lovely maid drew near! 
But ah ! what ibnce of language can impart 
The impetuous joy that glow'd in either beait ! 
O ye ! whose melting hearts are ft>rm*d to piove 
The trembling ecstasies of genuine love ! 
When, with delicious agony, the thought 
Is to the verge of high delirium wrought ; 
Your secret sympathy alone can tell 
What raptures then the throbbing bosom swdl; 
0*er all the nerves what tender tumults roU, 
While love with sweet enchantment melts the soul. 

In transport lost, by trembling hope imprert, 
The blushing virgin sunk upon my breast ; 
While her's congenial beat with fond alarms; 
Dissolving softness ! paradise of channs I 
Flash'd from our eyes, in warm transfusion flew 
Our blending spiriti, that each other drew! 
O bliss, supreme ! where Virtue's self can melt 
With joys that guilty Pleasure never felt ; 
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Formed to refine the thought with chaste derire, 

And kindle sweet Airection*s purest fire ! 

Ah ! wherefore should my hopeless love^ she cries. 

While sorrow bursts with interrupting sighs, 

For ever destined to lament in vain, 

Such flattering fond ideas entertain ? 

My heart through scenes of iair illusion Btray*d 

To joys decreed for some superior maid : 

*Tis mine to feel the sharpest stings of Grief, 

Where never gentle hopes affitfd relief. 

Go then, dear youth ! thy father's rage atone, 

And let this tortured hosom beat alone ! 

The hovering anger yet thou may'st appease ; 

Go then, dear youth ! nor tempt the fhitbless seaa ! 

Find out some happier daughter of the town. 

With Fortune's fairer joys my love to crown ; 

Where^ smiling o'er thee with indulgent ray, 

F^nosperity shall hail each new.bom day. 

Too well thou koow'st good Albert's niggard fate, 

111 fitted to sustain thy father's hate ! 

Go then, I charge thee, by thy generous love. 

That fatal to my father thus may prove : 

On me alone let dark affliction fall, 

Whose heart for thee will gladly suffer all. 

Then haste thee hence, Palemon, ere too late. 

Nor rashly hope to brave opposing Fate ! 

She ceased ; while anguish in her angekfhoe 
0*er all her beauties shower'd celestial grace. 
Not Helen, in her bridal charms array'^ 
Was half so lovely as this gentle maid. 
O soul of all my wiriies ! I replied, 
Cad that soft fabric stem Affliction's tide! 
Canst thou, fidr emblem of exalted Ttath ! 
To Sonew doom the summer of thy youth ; 
And I, perfidious t all that sweetness see 
Conaign'd to h»ting misery for me? 
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Sooner thitinoineiit may the eternal doom 
Palemon. in the ailent earth entomb ! 
Attesl^ thou Moon, fair regent of the nighty 
Whose lustre sickens at this mournful sight; 
By all'the pangs di?ided lovers feel, 
That sweet possession only knows to heal! 
By all the horrors brooding o'er the deep^ 
Where Fate and Ruin sad dominion keep; 
Though tyrant Duty o*er me threatening stiiuk, 
And claims obedience to her stem commsnds; 
Should Fortune cruel or auspicious prove, 
Her smile or frown shall never change my Ion! 
My heart, that now must every joy resign, 
' Incapable of change, is only thine ! . 

O. cease to weep ! this storm will yet decay, 
And the sad clouds of Sorrow melt away. 
While through the rugged path of life we gn, 
All mortals taste the bitter draught of woe. 
.The famed and great, decreed to equal pain, 
Full oft in splendid wretchedness complain. 
For this* Prosperity with brighter ray, 
In smiling contrast gilds our vital day. 
Thou too, sweet maid ! ere twice ten months ve 

o'er, 
Shalt hail Falemim to his native shore, 
Where never interest shall divide us more. 
Her struggling soul, o*erwhelm*d widi ten^ 

grief, 
Now foupd an interval of short rdief : 
So melts the surface of the frosen stream, 
Beneath the wintry sun*s departing beam. 
With cruel haste the shades of night withdrew, 
And gave the signal of a sad adieu i 
As on my neck the afflicted maiden hung^ 
A thousand wracking douUB.her spirit wrung. 
Slie wept the tenrorsof the fearful wave^ 
Too ofi, alas i the wandering lover's grave! 
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With soft persuttdon I dispeTI'd ber feiir, 
And from b«r cheek begail^ the falling t«r. 
TVhile dying fondness languish 'd in her eyes, 
She pour*d her soul to Heaven in suppliant sighs : 
Z^ook down with pity, O ye Fowen above! 
Who bear the sad complaints of bleeding Love ! 
Ye, who the secret laws of Fate explore, 
Alone can tell if he returns no more; 
Or if the hour of future joy remain, 
L.ong.wi8h*d atonement of long^sufier'd pain ! 
Bid every guardian minister attend, 
Anrd from all ill the mUch-loved youth defend ! 
With grief o*erwhelm*d, we parted twice in vain, 
And, urged by .strong attraction, met again. 
At last, by cruel Fortune torn apart, 
Wliile tender passion stream*d in either heart; 
Our eyes transfix'd with agonising look, 
One sad farewell, one sad embrace we took. 
Foilom of hope the lovely maid I left. 
Pensive and pale; of every joy bereft. 
She to her silent couch retired to weep. 
While ber sad swain embatk'd upon the deep. 

His tale thus closed, from sympathy of grief 
Palemon*s bosom felt a sweet relief. 
The hapless bird, thus ravished from the skies, 
Where dl forlorn his loved companion flies. 
In secret long bewails his cruel fate, ' / 

With fond remembrance of his winged n^ate : 
Till grown familiar with a foreign train, 
Composed at length, his sadly- warbling strain 
In sweet oblivion charms the sense of pain. 

Ye tender maids, in whose pathetic souls 
Compassion's sacred stream impetuous rolls ; 
Whose warm affections exquisitely feel 
The secret wound you tremble to reveal ! 
Ah ! may no wanderer of the faithless main 
Pour through your breasts the softdelidous bane ! 
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Msy n«v«r ^^ tenderoett approve 

The fond efiusions of their ardent love. 

Oh! warn*d by Frieadabip's couiuely leam & 

shun 
The fatal path where thousands are undone ! 

Now as the youths^ retttming o'er the plaiD, 
Approach'd the lonely margin of the main. 
First, with attention roused. Avion eyed- 
The graceful lover, formed in Nature'a pride 
His frame the happiest symmetry diaplay'd; 
And locks of waving gold hu neck amy'd ; 
In every look the Papbian graces shine, 
SoiM>reathing o*er his cheek their bloom difioe. 
With lightened heart he smiled serenely gay. 
Like young Adonis^ or the Son of May. 
Not Cytherea from a fairer swain 
Received her apple on the Trojan plain ! 

The sun's bright orb, decUniog all serene^ 
Now glanced obliquely o'er the woodland soae. 
Creation smiles around ; on every spray 
The warbling birds exalt their evening lay : 
Blithe skipping o'er yon hill, the fleecy tiain 
Join the deep chorus of the loving plain : 
The golden lime and orange there were aeen, 
On fragrant branches of perpetual green ; 
The crystal streams, that velvet m<«dowB lavc^ 
To the green ocean roll with chiding wave : 
The glassy ocean, bush'd, forgets to roar. 
But trembllDg murmurs on the sandy shore : 
And lo ! bis surface lovely to behcdd. 
Glows in the west a sea of living gold ! 
While all above, a thousand liveries gay 
The skies with pomp ineffable airray. 
Arabian sweets perfume the happy plains : 
Above, beneath, around, enchantment reigns!— 
While yet the shades, on Time's eternal scale, 
With long vibration deepen o'er the vale ; 
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VfHle yet (be iongsteiB of the vocal grove 
With dying nmnben tuoe the sQid to love ; 
With joyful eyes the atteotive master sees 
The au8|Mi:ious omeM of an eastern breeze. 
Now radiant Vesper leads the starry train. 
And Night slow draws her veil o'er land and main. 
Round the cfaaiged bowl the sailors form a ring, 
By turns recount the wondrous tale^ or sing ; 
As love or battle, hardships of the main. 
Or geqial wine, awake the homely strain : 
Then some the watch of night alternate keep, 
The rest lie buried in oblivious sleep. 

Deep midoight now involves the livid skies. 
While infimt bceeces from the shore arise. 
The waning moon, behind a watery <shroad. 
Pale glimuier*d o*er the long-protracted cloud. 
A mighty ring around her silver throne. 
With parting meteors crossed, portentous shone. 
This in the Uoubled sky full oft prevails ; 
Oft deem*d a signal of tempestuous gales. 
While young Anon sleeps, before his sight 
Tumultuous swim the visions of the night. 
Now blooming Anna, with her happy swain, 
Approoch'd the sacred hymeneal fime : 
Anon, tremendous lightnings flash between. 
And funeral pomp and weeping loves are seen ! 
Now with. Palemon up a rocky steep, 
Whooe summit trembles o*er the roaring deep. 
With painful step be climb*d ; while far above 
Sweet Anna charm*d them with the voice of love; 
Then sudden from the slippery height they fell. 
While dreadful yawn*d beneath the jaws of hell. 
Amid this fearful trance, a thundering sound 
He hears, and thrice the hollow decks rebound. 
Up-starting from his couch, on deck he sprung ; 
Thrice with shrill note the boatswain's whistle rung. 
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AU hands wifMor. I prochdms a boisterous ay : 
JU hands unmoor / the cavem*d rocks reply ! 
Roused from repose^ sloft the sailors swarm. 
And with their levers soon the windlass arm.** 
The order given, n|>4prtoging with a bound. 
They lodge their barsi and wheel the engine round; 
At every turn the clanging pauls resound. 
Up-torn reluctant from its oozy cave, 
The ponderous anchor rises o*er the wave. 
Along thetr slippery masts the yards ascend, 
And high in air the canvass wings extend : 
Redoubling cords the lofty canvass guide. 
And through inextricable maies glide. 
The lunar rays with long reflection gleam. 
To light the vessel o*er the alvcr stream : 
Along the glassy plain serene she glides. 
While azure radiance trembles on her sides. 
From east to north the transient breezes play, 
And in the Egyptian quarter soon decay. 
A calm ensues ; they dread the adjacent shore. 
The boats with rowers arm'd are sent before : 
With cordage fastened to the lofty prow. 
Aloof to sea the stately ship they tow.f 
The nervous crew their sweeping oars extend. 
And pealing shouts the shore of Candia rend. 
SucosM attends their skill ; the danger 's o'er ; 
The port is doubled and beheld no more. 

Now Mom, her lamp pale glimmering on the 
sight, 
Scattered before her van reluctant Night. 

« The windlsat is a lort ef large roller, uaed to windjntk 
- cable, or Iieave v^ the auchor. It to taraed about vcrtkaih 
by a number of long bars or levers j in which operation, it t 
prevented flrom recoiling, by the pauls. 

t Towing is the operation of Rawing . a ship fiorward, t« 
means of ropes, extending Arom her forepart to one or men 
of the boats rowing before her. 
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She comes not in refulgent pomp array'd^ 
But sternly frowning, wrapt in sullen shade. 
Above incumbent vapours, Ida*s height, 
Tremendous rock ! emerges on the sight : 
North-east the guardian isle of Standia lies, 
And westward Freschin*s woody capes arise. 

With whining postures, now the wanton sails 
Spread all their snares to charm the inconstant 

gales. 
The swelling stud- sails * now their wings extend. 
Then stay-sails sidelong to the breeze ascend ; 
WbHe all to court the wandering breeze are 

placed; 
With yards now thwarting, now obliquely braced. 

The dim horizon lowering vapours shroud, 
And blot the sun, yet struggling in the cloud : 
Through the wide atmosphere, condensed with 

haze. 
His glaring ori) emits a sanguine blaze. 
The pilots now their rules of art apply, 
The mystic needle's devious aim to try. 
The compass placed to catch the rising ray.f 
The quadrant's shadows studious they survey ! 
Along the arch the gradual index slides, 
While Phcebus down tlie vertlc circle glides: 
Now, seen on Ocean's utmost verge to swiih, 
He sweeps it vibrant with his nether limb. 
Their sage experience thus explores the height 
And polar distance of the source of light : 

« Studding-sails are long, narrow sails, which are only 
used in fine weather and fair winds, on the outside of the 
laiver square sails. Stay-sails are three-cornered sails, which 
are boisted up on the stays, when the wind crosses the ship's 
couxse either direcUy or obliquely. 

f The operation of taking the sun's azimuth, m order to 
discover tne eastern or western variation of the magnet^ 
needle. 

M 
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Then through the chiliad's triple mue diey tswe 
The analogy that proves the magnet's plaoe. 
The wayward steel, to Uuth thus recondledy 
No more the attentive pilot's eye b^uiled. 

The natives, while the ship departs the land, 
Ashore with admiration gaxing stand. 
Majestically slow, before the breeze, 
In silent pomp she marches on the sens. 
Her milk-white bottom caats a softer glenm. 
While trembling through the green tnmslnceDt 



The wales,* that close above in contrast shone^ 
Clasp the long fabric with a jetty zone. 
Britannia riding awful on the prow. 
Gazed o*er the vassal-wave that roU'd below : 
Where'er she moved, the vassal-waves were sees 
To yield obsequious and confess their queen. 
The imperial trident graced her dexter band. 
Of power to rule the suige^ like Moses* wand, 
The eternal empire of the main to keep. 
And guide her squadrons o'er the trenohUng deep. 
Her left, propitious, bore a mystic shield. 
Around whose margin rolls the watery field. 
There her bold Genius, in bis floating car. 
O'er the wild billow hurls the storm of war«— 
And lo ! the beasts, that oft with jealous n^ 
In bloody combat met, from age to ^ga. 
Tamed into Union, yoked in Friendship's chaia, 
Draw his proud chariot round the vanqniafa'ii 

main. 
From the broad margin to the centre grew 
Shelves, rocks, and whirlpools, hideous to the 

view! 

* The wales, here aUuded to, are an assemblage ofslmr 
iilanks which envelop the lower part of the 8hip*s uAe, wheff" 
In they are broader and thicker than the' rot, and appa-' 
somewhat like a range of hoops, which separates the boOoo 
from the upper worn. 



Canto h .IH|S SHIFWB£CK. m 

Tke immortal shield from Neptune ahe received, 
When first her bead above the waters heaved. "" 
Ijooae floated o*er her limbs an azure vest; 
A figured scutcheon gUtter'd on her breast; 
There, from one parent soil, for ever young, 
The blooming rose and hardy thistle sprung. 
Around her head an oaken wreath was seen. 
Inwove with laurels of unfading green. 
Such was the sculptured prow— from van to rear 
The Artillery frown*d, a black tremendous tier ! 
£mbaUn*d with orient gum, above the wave, 
The swelling sides a yellow radiance gave. 
On the broad ^m, a pencil warm and bold, 
That never servUe rules of art controird, 
An iiUegoric tale on high pourtray'd. 
There a young hero, here a royal maid. 
Fair £n^and*s genius in the youth ezprest 
Her ancient foe, but now her friend confesl^ 
The warlike nymph with fond regard survey'd : 
No more his hostile frown her heart dismayed. 
His look, that once shot terror from afar, 
Like young Alcides, or the god of war. 
Serene as summer's evening skies ahe saw ; 
Serene^ yet firm ; though mild, impressing awe. 
Her nervous arm, inured to toils severe^ 
Brandisb*d the unconquer*d Caledonian spear ; 
The dreadful falchion of the hills she wore, 
Sung to the harp in many a tale of yore, 
That oft her rivers dyed with hostile gore. 
Blue was her rocky shield ; her piercing eye 
Flush'd like the meteors ot her native dcy ; 
Her crest, high plumed, was rough with many a 

scar. 
And o*er her helmet gleam*d the northern star. 
The warrior youth appear'd of noble frame, 
The hardy ^spring of some Runic dame : 
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Loose o*er his shoulders faiing the slacken'd bovr, 
Renown'd in song— the terror of the foe \ 
The sword, that oft the berbarous north deBed, 
The scourge of tyrants ! glitter'd by his side. 
Clad in refulgent arms, in battle won. 
The George emblazon'd on his corslet shone. 
Fast by his side was seen a golden lyre. 
Pregnant with numbers of eternal fire : 
Whose strings unlock the witches' midni^t speQ, 
Or waft rapt Fancy through the gulf of hdl— - 
Struck with contagion, kindling Fancy bean 
The songs of Heaven ! the music of the qpfaeres ! 
Borne on Newtonian wing, through air die flies, 
Where other suns to other systems rise ! 
These front the scene conspicuous— oTer head 
Albion's proud oak his filial branches spread ; 
While on the sea-beat shore obsequious stood. 
Beneath their feet, the father of the flood ; 
Here, the bold native of her cliffs above, 
'Fercfa'd by the martial maid the bird of Jove ; 
There on the watch, sagacious of bis prey. 
With eyes of fire, an English mastiff' lay. 
Yonder fair Commerce stretch'd her winged sul ; 
Here frown'd the god tbat wakes the living gale: 
High o*er the poop the flattering winds unfuri'd 
The imperial flag that rules. the watery world. 
Deep blushing armours all tlie tops invest^ 
And warlike trophies either quarter drest : 
Then tower'd the roasts; the canvass swell'd on 

high ; 
And waving streamers floated in the sky. — 
Thus the rich vessel moves in trim array. 
Like some fair virgin on her bridal day. 
Thus, like a swan, she cleaves the watery plaia; 
The pride and wonder of the ^gean main. 
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CANTO II. 



ARGUMEMT. 



Reflectioii on leaving the land. The gale continues. A 
t Beauty of a dying dolphin. The ship's pro. 
: the shore. V/ind strengthens. The wuls ro- 



water.4nout Beauty of a dying dolphin. The ship's pro. 
grew along the shore. V/ind strengthens. The wuls ro. 
duoed. A shoal of porpoises. Last appearance of Cape 



Spada Sea rises. A saualL The sails farther diminisb- 
ed. Mainsail split. Ship bears away before the wind. 
Again hauls upon the wind. Another mainsail fitted to 
the yard. The gale still increases. Top-sails ftirled. Top- 
gallant yards sent down. Sea enlarges. Sun.set Courses 
reefed. Four seamen lost off the lee main-yard.ann. An. 
xiety of the pilots from their dangerous situation. Reso- 
lute behaviour of the sailors. Txie ship labours in great 
distress. The artillery thrown oveiboard. Dismal ^^pear- 
anoe of the weather. Very high and dangerous sea. Se- 
vere fatigue of the crew. Consultation and resolution of 
tlie officers. I^>eech and advice of Albert to the crew. 
Necessary disposition to veer before the wind. Disappoint- 
ment in uie proposed eflbct New dispositions equally un- 
aucoessfuL The mlzen mast cut away. 

79k« Scene lies m the Sea, between Cape Freschin, in Candia, 
and the idand qf FeUeonera, uAich is nearly twelve leagues 
northward of Cape Spado. The time is from nine in tke 
morning UU one o*ciock qf tke /Mowing momia^. 

Ax>iiu, ye pleasures of the rural scene. 

Where Peace and calm Contentment dwell serene ! 

To me, in vain, on earth's prolific soil, 

With summer crown*d the Elysian valleys smile ! 

To me those happier scenes no joy impart, 

But tantalize with hope my aching heart. 
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For these, alas ! reluctant I forego. 
To visit storms and elements of woe ! 
Ye tempests ! o*er my bead congenial roll. 
To suit the moumful music of my soul ! 
In black progression, lo ! they hover near — 
Hail, social Horrors ! like my fate severe ! 
Old Ocean, hail ! beneath whose azure zone 
The secret deep lies unexplored, unknown. 
Approach, ye brave companions of the sea. 
And fearless view this awful scene with me ! 
Ye native guardians of your country's laws ! 
Ye bold asaertors of her sacred cause ! 
The muse invites you, judge if she depart. 
Unequal, from the precepts of your art. 
In practice trained, and conscious of her power, 
Her steps intrepid, meet the trying hour.«- 

0*er the smooth bosom of the faithless tides, 
Propell'd by gentle gales, the vessel glides. 
Rodmond, exulting, felt the auspicious vdnd. 
And by a mystic charm its aim confined. 
The thoughts of home, that o*er his fancy roll. 
With trembling joy dilate Palemon*s soul : 
Hope lifts his heart, before whose vivid ray 
Distress recedes, and danger melts, away. 
Already Britain's parent cliffs arise, 
And in idea greet his longing eyes ! 
Each amorous sailor too, with heart elate, 
Dwells on the beauties of his gentle mate. 
£ven they the impressive dart of Love can (eel, 
Whose stubborn souls are sheathed in triple tIceL 
Nor less o'eijoy'd, perhaps with equal truth, 
jE^ach faithful maid expects the approaching youth. 
In distant bosoms equal ardours glow ; 
And mutual passions mutual joy bestow. 
Tall Ida's summit now more distant grew, ' 
And Jove's high hill was rising on the view ; 
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When, from the left approaching, they descry 
A fic|oid column, towering, shoot on high. 
The foaming base an angry whirlwind sweeps. 
Where curling billows rouse the fearful deeps. 
Still round and round the fluid vortex flies, 
Scattering dun night and horror through the skies* 
The swift volution and the enormous train 
Let sages versed in Nature's lore explain ! 
The horrid apparition still draws nigh, 
And white with foam the whirling surges fly : 
The guns were primed— die vessel northward veers, 
Till her black battery on the column bears. 
The nitre fired ; and while the dreadful sound, 
Convulsive, shook the slumbering air around. 
The watery volume, trembling to the sky, 
Burst down a dreadful deluge from on high ; 
The affrighted surge, recoiling as it fell, 
Rolling in hills disclosed the abyss of hell. 
But soon, this transient undulation o*er. 
The sea subsides, the whirlwinds rage no more. 
While southward now the increasing breezes veer. 
Dark clouds incumbent on their wings appear, 
In front they view the consecrated grove 
Of cypfress, sacred once to Cretan Jove. 
The thirsty canvass, all around supplied, 
Still drinks unquenoh'd the full aerial tide ; 
And now, approaching near the lofty stern, 
A shoal of sportive dolphins they discern. 
From bumish*d scales they beam*d refulgent rays, 
Till all the glowing ocean seems to blaze. 
Soon to the sport of death the crew repair, 
Dart the long lance, or spread the baited snare. 
One in redoubling mazes wheels along. 
And glides, unhappy ! near the triple prong. 
Rodmond, unerring, o*er his head suspends 
The baii>ed steel, and every turn attends. 
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Unerring aim'd, the missile weapon flew, 
And, plunging, struck the fated victim tiirongh. 
The up-turning points his ponderous bulk sustaia; 
On deck be struggles with convulsive pain. 
But while his heart the fatal javelin tbrillsy 
And flitting life escapes in sanguine rills. 
What radiant changes strike the astonish*d sight ! 
What glowing hues of mingled shade and light ! 
Not equal beauties gild the lucid west. 
With parting beams all o*er profusely drest. 
Not lovelier colours paint the vernal dawn. 
When orient dews impearl the enamelrd lawn, 
Than from his sides in bright suffusion flow. 
That now with gold empyreal seem*d to glow ; 
Now in pellucid sapphires meet the view. 
And emulate the soft celestial hue ; 
Now beam a flaming crimson on the eye. 
And now assume the purple*8 deeper dye. 
But here description clouds each shining tajF— 
What terms of Art can Nature*s powers display? 
Now, while on high the freshening gale abe feels, 
The ship beneath her lofty pressure reels. 
The auxiliar sails that court a gentle breese. 
From their high stations sink by slow degrees. 
The watchful ruler of the helm no more 
With fix*d attention eyes the adjacent shore ; 
But by the oracle of truth below, 
The wondrous magnet, guides the wayward prow. 
The wind, that still the impressive canvass swellU 
Swift and more swift the yielding bark impeU'd. 
Impatient thus she glides along the coasts 
Till, far behind, the hill of Jove is lost : 
And, while aloof frona Retimo she steers, 
Malacha's foreland full in front appears. 
Wide o*ei^yon isthmus stands the cypress grove 
That once enclosed the hallow*d fane of Jove. 
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lere, too, meitiorial of his name ! is fbu&d 
k. tomb, in marble ruins on the ground. 
This gloomy tyrant, whose triumphant yoke 
[lie trembling slates around to shtvery broke, 
Through Greece, for murder, rape, and incest 

known. 
Hie Muses raised to high Olympus* throne. 
?or oft, alas ! their venal strsiins adorn 
The prince, whom blushing Virtue holds in scorn*. 
Still Rome and Greece record his endless fame, 
Vnd hence yon mountain yet retains his name. 

But see ! in confluence borne before the blast, 
Hlouds n^rd on clouds the dusky noon o*ercast ; 
rhe blackening ocean curls ; the winds arise ; 
Ind the dark scud * in swift succession flies ; 
iVfaile the swoln canvass bends the masts on high. 
Low in the wave the leeward cannon lie : f 
rhe sailors now, to give the ship relief, 
[leduce the top-sails by a single reef. | 
Gach lofty yarid with slacken*d cordage reels, 
Elattle the creaking blocks and ringing wheels ; 
Down the tall masts the top-sails sink amain, 
^nd, soon reduced, assume their post again. 
VIore distant grew receding Candia's shore ; 
\nd southward of the west Cape Spado bore. 



« Scud is a name given by seamen to the lowest clouds, 
i^Mch are driren with great rapidity along the atmosphere, 
Q squally or tempestuous weather. 

f When the wind crosses a ship's course either directly or 
* r, that side of the ship upon which it acts is called 



be weather.side ; and the opposite one. which is then^ress- 
d downwards, is called the lee-side. Hence all the rigging 
nd furniture of the ship are, at this time, distinguished by 
he side on which they are situated ; as the lee-cannon, the 
ee-braces, the weather.braces, &c. 

t Hie topiMils are large square sails, of the secoad degree 
a height and magnitude. Reefs are certain divisions or 
paces by which the principal sails are reduced when the 
rind increases} and again enlarged proportiomd>ly when its 
)zce abates. 

Ms 
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Four bouf^ ihe sun his high' meridian dinme 
Had left, and o'er Atlantic regions sbone : 
Still blacker clouds, that all the skies invade. 
Draw o'er his sullied orb a dismal shade. 
A squall deep lowering blots the southern sky, 
Before whose boisterous breath the waters flj. 
Its weight the top, sails can no more sustain : 
" Reef top-sails, reef!'* the boatswain calls agsin. 
The haliards * and top-bow.lines f soon are gooe, 
To clue-lines ^ and reef-tackles next they mn : 
The shivering siuls defend, and now they square 
The yards, while ready sailors mount in air. 
The weather-earings g and tlie lee they past ; 
The reefs enroll'd, and every point made last 
Their task above thus finish'd, they descend. 
And vigilant the approaching squfdl attend. 
It comes resistless, and, with foaming sweeps 
Upturns the whitening surface of the deep. 
In such a tempest, borne to deeds of death, 
The wayward sisters scour the blasted heath. 
With ruin pregnant now the clouds impend, 
And storm and cataract tumultuous blend. 



* HaliardB are either single ropeB or tackles^ by wfaicb tb 
Mils are hoisted up and lowered when the sail u to be entati- 
ed or reduced. 

i Bow.Unes are ropes intended to keep the windward eigt 
of the sail steady, and to prevent it trom shal^ng In unfiiToiir- 
able wind. 

X Clue.line8 are ropes used to truss up the clues, or lower 
comers of the principal sails to their respective yardsi nait- 
cularly when the sail is to t)e cloee reefed, or Aurled. Red- 
tackles are ropes enutloyed to facilitate the openSioD <■ 
reefing, by confining die extremities of the reef dose up r 
the yard, so that the interval becomes slack, and is thereicn 
easily rolled up and fastened to the yard by the points ec- 
pdoyed for this purpose. 

11 Barings are small cords, by which the upper comers c: 
principal sails, and also the extremities of the reefs, are &>- 
tened to the yard-arms. 
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Deep on her side the reeUog vessel lie»— 
** Brail up the misen,* quick !*' the master cries, 
" Man the clue^gamets !f let the main- sheetf fly!"— 
The boisterous squall still presses from on high, 
And swift, and'fatal» as the lightning's course. 
Through the torn mainsail bursts with thundering 

force. 
While the rent canvass fluttered in the wind, 
Still on her flank the stooping bark inclined. 
** Bear up the helm || a. weather V* Redmond cries ; 
Swift, at the word, the helm n-weather flies. 
The prow, with secret instinct, veers apeoe ; 
And now the foresail right athwart they brace ; 
With equal sheets restrained, the bellying sail 
Spreads a broad concave to the sweeping gale. 
While o*er the foam the ship impetuous flies, 
The attentive timoneer § the helm applies. 
As in pursuit along the aerial way, 
With ardent eye, the falcon marks his prey? 
Bach motion watches of the doubtful chase, 
Obh'quely wheeling through the liquid space ; 



• llie mizen it a large sail of an oblong figure, exttaided 
upon the mizen-mast. 

f Clu&^arnets are employed for the same purposes on the 
mainsail and foresail as the clue-lines are upon all other 
square sails. See note X* page 274. 

t It is necessary in this place to remaiiE^ that the sheets, 
wbieh are universally mistaken by the EncUsh poets and their 
readers for the sails themselves, are no other than tlie rones 
used to extend the clues or lower comers of the sails to which 
they are attached. To the mainsail and foresail there is a 
sheet and atack on each side ; the latter of which is athick 
rope, serving to confine the weather-clue of the sail down to 
the ship's side, whilst the former draws out the leebclue or 
lower oorner on the opposite sMe. Tscks are only used In a 
side wind. 

11 The helm iasaid to be a-tneott^r, when the bar by which 
it U managed is turned to the side of the ship next the wind. 

S Timoneer (fhm Umonnier, Yt.) the helmsman or steers. 
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So, govern'd hj tbe steersmaii's glowitkg hands, 
The regent belm her motion still eommands. 

But now the tnuitlent aqnaU to leeward past. 
Again she rallies to the sullen blast. 
The helm to starboard * turn8«->witfa win^ inclined, 
The sidelong canvass clasps the faithleaa wind : 
The mizen draws, she springs aloof once more, 
While the fore-staysail f balances before. 
The fore-sail braced obliquely to the wind. 
They near the prow the extended tack confined; 
Then on the leeward sheet the seanieti bend, 
And haul the bow-Hne to the bowsprit end. 
To top-sails next they haste— the bunt-lines gone, 
The clue-lines through tbeir wheePd machinery 

run; 
On either side below the sheets are mann'd : 
Again the fluttering sails their skills expand. 
Once more the top-sails, though with faumblff 

plutne, 
Mounting aloA, tfieir ancient post resume. 
Again the bow-lines and the yards are braced, f 
And all the entangled cords in order placed. 
The sail, by whirlwinds thus so lately rent, 
In tatter'd ruins fluttering, is unbent 
With brails | re6x*d another soon prepared. 
Ascending, spreads along beneath the yard. 

* The helm being turned to itaxIXMrd, or to the ligMfi* 
of the abijPk dh-ects the prow to the left, or to port, and «» 
MTsa. Hence the hetan being put a.8taxboaid, when the d# 
is running northward, directs her prow towards the west 

f This sail, which is with more DraprieCy called the tan. 
topma5t.stayMil, is a triangular sail, that runs upon thefte*- 
topmast stay, over the bowsprit It is used to oanamandtlK 
A»re part of the sbip^ and coimterbahmce the sails cztndal 
towards the stem. See also the last note of this Canto. 

7 A yard is said to be braced wlMO it is turned about the 
mast horiaontaUy, either to the right or left ; the ropes os- 
. ployed in this service are aococdingly catted Araaa. 

II The ropes used to truss up a sail to the yaxd or wmt 
whereto it is attached, are, in general sense, caued AnuU. 
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To efteh yat^oarm the bead-rope • they ettend» 
And soon their earings and tbeir roebinsf bend. 
That taak perlbrm'd, thay first the braces} slack, 
Then to its station drag the unwilKng tack ; 
And while the lee clue-garnet *s lowered away, 
Taught aft the sheet they tally and belay. || 

Now to the north, from Afric*s burning shore, 
A troop of porpoises their course explore ; 
In curling wreaths they gambol on the tide, 
Now bound aloft, now down the billow glide. 
Their tracks awhile the hoary wares retain, 
That blim in sparkling trafls along the main. 
These fleetest coursers of the finny race. 
When threatening clouds the ethereal vault de- 
face^ 
Their rout to leeward still sagacious form, 
To shun the fury of the approaching storoiT. 

Fair Candia now no more beneath her lee 
Protects &e vessel from the insulting sea : 
Round her broad arms, impatient of control, 
Rouaed frotn their secret deeps, the billows roll. 
Sank were the bulwarks of the friendly shore. 
And all the scene an hostile aspect wore. 
The flattering wind that late, with promised aid, 
From Candia*s hay the unwilling ship betrayed, 
No longer fisiwns beneath the fair disguise, 
But like a ruffian on bis quarry flies. 
Tost on Che tide she feehi the tempest blow, 
And dreads the vengeance of so fell a foe. 

* The besd.rope is a cord to which the upper part of th^ 
Bitflli sewed. 

t Rope-hands, pironounced ro^bins, are imall cords, used to 
Asten the upper edge of any sail to its respective yard. 

X Because the lee^Mr^ce confines the yard so tiiat the tack 
win not come down ttt Its place till the braces are cast loose. 

U Tcmght implies stiff, tense, or extended straight: and 
ta&r is a phrase particularly applied to the operation of hauU 
'mgttfi ttte sheeU, or drawing them towards the ship's stern. 
To Aeikitr, is to fasten. 
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As the proud bone, with costly trappings gsj. 

Exulting, prances to the bloody fray, 
Spurning the ground, he glories in bis might. 
But reels tumultuous in the shock of fight : 
Even so, caparison*d in gaudy pride. 
The bounding vessel dances on the tide. 
Fierce and more fierce the southern demon blew, 
And more incensed the roaring waters grew. 
The ship no longer can her top-sails spread. 
And every hope of fairer skies is fled. 
Bow-lines and haliards are relaz'd again ; 
Clue- lines hauPd down, and sheets let fly amain ; 
Clued up each top-sail, and by braces squared; 
The seamen climb aloft on either yard. 
They furlM the sail, and pointed to the wind 
The yard by rolling tackles * then confined. 
' While o*er the ship the gallant boatswain flie«^ 
Like a hoarse mastiff through the storm be cries: 
IVompt to direct the unskilful still appears; 
The expert he praises, and the fearful cheers. 
Now some, to strike top- gallant- yards f attend. 
Some, travellers^ up the weather-backstays B send; 
At each mast-head the top- ropes § others bend. 

« The rolling tackle is an assemblage of pullies, used to 
confine the yard to the weather-side of the mast, and present 
the former from rubbing against the latter by the fluctuatiag 
motion of the ship in a turbulent sea. 

f It is usual to send down the top-gallmt-yards on flie ap- 
proach of a storm. They are the highest yards that are rig- 
ged in a sbipi 

t Travellers are slender iron rings, endrding the btA- 
stays, and used to facilitate the hoisting or lowering of tlw 
top-gallant-yards, by confining them to the tMckstoyanntbeir 
ascent or descent, so as to prevent them fTom awinginf about 
by the agitation of the vesseL 

i) Backstays are long ropes extending from the right ud 
left side of the ship to the top-mast heaos, which tb^ are in- 
tended to secure, by counteracting ll)e effbct of the wind 
upon the sails. 

I Top-ropes are the cords by which the top-nUanUyanls 
are hoisted up from the deck, or lowered again in stomf 
weather. 
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The youngest sailors from the yards above 
Their parrels,* lifts, f and braces soon remove : 
Then topt an-end, and to the travellers tied, 
Cbai^ged with their sails, they down the backstay 

slide^ 
The yards secure along the booms ^ reclined, 
"While some the flying cords aloft confined. 
Their sails reduced, and all the rigging clear, 
A while the crew relax from toils severe. 
Awhile the spirits, with fatigue opprest, 
In vain expect the alternate hour of rest: 
But with redoubling force the tempests blow, 
And watery hills in iell succession flow ; 
A dismal shade o*ercasts the frowning skies; 
Kew troubles grow, new difficulties rise. 
'So season this from duty to descend ! 
All hands on deck, the eventful hour attend. 

His race performed, the sacred lamp of day 
2^ow dipt in western clouds his parting ray ; 
His sickening fires, half-lost in ambient haze, 
Refract along the dusk a crimson blaze ; 
Till d^ep immerged the languid orb declines, 
And now to cheerless night the sky rcnsigns ! 
Sad evening's hour, how different from tlie past ! 
]^o flaming pomp, no blushing glories cast : 
No ray of friendly light is seen around ; ^ 

The moon and stars in hopeless shade are drown'd. 

Tlie ship no longer can her courses § bear; .» 
To reef the courses is the master's care ; 

« The parrel, which is usually a moveable band of rc^, i* 
employed to confine the yard to its respective mast 

f lifts are ropes exteodine from the head of any mast to 
the extremities of its particular yard, to support the weight of 
tlie latter; to retain it in balance ; or to raise one yard-ann 
higher than the other, which is accordingly called topping. 

X The booms, in this place, imply any masts or yards 
lying on deck in reserve, to supply the place of others which 
may be carried away by distress of weather, &c. 

% The courses are generally understood to be the m^naail, 
foresail, and mixen, which are the largest and lowest sails of 
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The 8ailon» nuamoo'd aft, a daring band ! 
Attend the eofoldiog brails at his cominaiid. 
But here the doubtful officers dispute^ 
Till skill and judgment prejfidice confate. 
Rodmond, whose genius never soar*d beyond 
The narrow rules of art his youth had coaa'd, 
Still to the hostile fury of the wind 
Released the sheet, and kept the tack oonfioed ; 
To long-tried practica obstinaAeij wvnoa. 
He doubts conviction, and relies on fons. 
But the sage roaster this advice declines ; 
With whom Arion in opinion joins. 
** The watchful seaman, whose sagadons eye 
On sure experience may with truth relj. 
Who from the reigning cause fortels the effect. 
This barbarous practice ever will reject. 
For, fluttering loose in air, the rigid s«il 
Soon flits to ruin^ in the furious gale j 
And he who strives the tempest to disarm. 
Will never first embrail the lee-yard-arm.** 
The master said ;•— obedient to command. 
To rJEUse the tack, the ready sailors stand.* 
Gradual it loosens, while the involving clue/ 
Sweird by the windi aloft unruffling flew. 
The sheet and weather-brace they now stand by;f 
The lee clue-garnet and the bunt-lines ply. 
Thus all prepared,— ie/ go the sheet / he cries; * 
Impetuous round the ringing wheels it flics : 

their several masts ; the term is, however, sometiincs taken 
in a larger sense. 

* It has been remarked before, in note t, p. 975, thattfae 
tack is always fastened to windward : accordingly, as soon s 
H is cast loose, and the clue-gamet hauled up, tbe woatber. 
due of the saQ immediately mounts to the yard : and tfais 
operation must t>e carefully perfonned in a storm, to pvevait 
the sail from splitting, or being torn to pieces by shlvexiog. 

t It is necessary to pull in the weather.brace wheners 
the sheet is cast off, to preserve the sail ftom sbakiDe Vio. 
lently. " 
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Shivering at first, till by the bUwt impeird, 
High o*er the lee yard-arm the canTaw awell'd ; 
By spilling lines f embraced, with brails con- 
fined, 
It Ilea at length unshaken by the wind. 
The foresail then secured with equal care, 
Again to reef the mainsail they repair. 
While some, high- mounted, overhaul the tie. 
Below the down-haul tackle | others ply. 
Jears, || lifts, and brails, a seaman each attendsy 
Along the mast the willing yard descends. 
When Iower*d suflScient, they securely brace. 
And fix the rolliog*tackle in its place ; 
The reef-lines § and their earings now prepared, 
Mounting on pliant shrouds, 5 they man the yard. 
Far on the extremes two able hands appear, 
Arioo there, the hardy boatswain here ; 
That in the van to front the tempest hung; 
Tkii round the lee yard-arm, ill-omened ! clung. 

f The spilling lines, which are only used on particular 
occasions in tempestuous weather, are employee! to draw 
together and confine the belly of the sail, when it Is inflated 
by the wihd over the yard. 

X The violence of the wind forces the yard so much out- 
ward firom the mast on these occasions, that it cannot easily 
be lowered so as to reef the sail, without the aupUcation of a 
tackle to haul it down on the mast This is arierwards con- 
verted into rolling.tackle See note «, p. 878. 

U Jears are the same to the m ainsail, foresail, and mlsen, 
as the baliards (note *, p. 274.) are to all inferior sails. The 
tie is the upper part of tlie Jears. 

\ ReeC-lines are only used to reef the mainsail and fiwesaiL 
They are passed in spiral turns through the eyelet-holes of 
the reef, and over the head of the sails between the ropeband. 
legs till they reach the extremities of the reef, to which 
they Are firmly extended, so as to lace the reef close up to 
the yard. 

t Shrouds are thick ropes, stretching from the mast-heads 
downwards to the outside of the ship, serving to support the 
masts. They are also used as a range of rope.ladders, by 
which the seamen ascend or descend, to perform whatever Is 
necessary about the sails and rigging. 
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Each earing to its station flnt Aey bend ; 
The reef-band ^ then along the yard extend : 
Hie circling earings, round Ihe extremes entwaned, 
"By outer and by inner turns y they bind. 
From band to hand, the reef-lines next received. 
Through eyelet-holes and roebin-lega wea« reeved; 
The reef in double folds involved they Uy, 
Strain the firm cord, and either end belay. 

Hadst thou, Aiion ! held the leeward pos^ 
While on the yard by mountain bilkywa tost, 
Perhaps oblivion o'er our tragic tale 
Had then for ever drawn her dusky veiL 
But ruling Heaven prolonged thy vital date^ 
Sevemr ills to suff^ and relate ! 
for, while their orders those aloft attend. 
To furl the mainsail, or on deck desoend, 
A sea § up-surging with tremendous roll. 
To instant ruin seems to doom the whole. 
'* O friends! secure your hold !" Arioa cries; 
It comes all-dreadful, stooping from the skies! 
UplSfled on its horrid edge she feels 
The shock, and on her side half-buried reels: 
The sail, half-buried in the whelming wave, 
A fearful warning to the seamen gave : 
While from ito margin, terrible to tell ! 
Three sailors, with their gallant boatswain, fell. 
Torn with resistless fury from their hold. 
In vain their strug^ing arms the yard infold : 
In vain to grapple flying cords they try. 
The cords, alas ! a solid gripe deny • 

t The reeCband is a long piece of canvass sewed acnxs tb 
sau, to strengthen th« canvass in the place where the eyelet, 
holes of the reef are formed. 

|] The outer turns of the earing serve to extend the a& 
along the yard; and the inner turns are employed to conilK 
its head. 

I A Sea is the general name givoi by sailon to a kd^ 
wave, and hence, when a wave bunts over the deck, the re- 
sel is said to have shipped a sea. 
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Prone <m the midnigbt surges with pMiCing 

breath, 
They cry for aid, and kmg contend with Death : 
High o*er their beads the rolling billows sweep. 
And down they sink in everlasting sleep ! 
Bereft of power to help, their eomrades see 
The wretched victims die beneath the lee ! 
Witli fruitless sorrow their lost state bemoan ; 
Perhaps a fatal prelade to their own ! 

In dark suspense on deck the pilots stand, 
Nor can determine on the next command. 
Though still they knew the vessel's armed side 
Impenetrable to the clasping tide ; 
Though still the waters by no secret wound 
A passage to her deep recesses found ; 
Surrounding evils yet they ponder o'er— 
A storm, a dangerous sea, and leeward shore? 
Should they, though reef *d, again their sails ex. 

tend. 
Again in fluttering fragments they may rend $ 
Or should they stand, beneath the dreadful stnun 
The down-pres8*d ship may never rise again ; 
Too late to weather now Morea's * land, 
Yet Terging fast to Athens* rocky strand. 
Thus they lament the consequence severe. 
Where perib unallay*d by hope appear. 
Long in their minds revolving each event, 
At last to furl the courses they consent. 
That done^ to reef the mixen next agree. 
And try,f beneath it, sidelong in the sea. 

• To weather a shore, la to pass to the windward of it, 
wldch at this time is prevented by the violence of the storm. 

•|> To try, la to lay the ship, wiUi her side nearly in the 
direction of the wind and sea, with the bead somewhat 
inclined to the windward j the helm being laid a-lee to re- 
tain her in that poution. See a ftither illustration of this in 
the last note of this Canto. 
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Now down the mast the sloping yard declined, ' 
Till by the jears and topping-lift* confined ; 
The head with doubling canvass fenced around, 
In balance near the lofty peak, they bound. 
The reef enwrapt, the inserted knittles tied» 
To hoist the sborten'd sail again they hied. 
The order given, the yard aloft they sway'd ; 
The brails relaxed, the extended sheet belmy'd; 
The helm its post forsook, and, lash'd »-lee,f 
Inclined the wayward prow to front the sea. 

When sacred Orpheus, on the Stygian ooast^ 
With notes divine implored his consort lost; 
Though round him perils grew in fell array, 
And Fates and Furies stood to bar his way; 
Not more adventurous was the attempt, to mofe 
The powers of hell with strains of heavenly km. 
Than mine, to bid the unwilling Muse explore 
The wilderness of rude mechanic lore^ 
Such toil the unwearied Daedalus endured, 
When in the Cretan labyrinth immured ; 
Till Art her salutary help bestow'd, 
To guide him through that intricate abode. 
Thus long entangled in a thorny way. 
That never heard the sweet Pierian lay, 
The Muse, that tuned to barbarous sounds iw 

string, 
Now spreads, like Daedalus, a bolder wing; 
The verse begins in softer strains to flow. 
Replete with sad variety of woe. 



« The topping-lift, which ton the upper end of the miiew 
yard (see luAe f, p. 279). Thb line and the six IbDoviig 
descrioe the operanon or reefing and balancing the wma. 
The reef of this sail is towards the lower ead, tfaeknitaB 
being small short lines used in the room of p<dnts fcir tUi 
puipose (see note t, p- S7S, and note t» P- 274) ; Uiey are aceoid- 
ingly knotted under the foot jrope, or lower edge of the oA 

fjLashed a-lee, is fastened to the lee-aide. See note f. 
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As yet, amid this elemental war, 
That scatters desolation from afar, 
Nor toil, nor baaard, nor distress appear 
To sink the seamen with unmanly fear. 
Though their firm hearts no pageant honour boast. 
They scorn the wretch that trembles at his post ; 
Who from the face of danger strives to turn, 
Indignant from the social hour they spurn. 
Though now full oft they felt the raging tide 
In proud rebellion climb the vessers side, 
No future ills unknown their souls appal ; 
They know no danger, or they scorn it all ! 
But even the generous spirits of the brave, 
Subdued by toil, a friendly respite crave : 
A short repose alone their thoughts implore, 
Tbeir harassed powers by slumber to restore. 

Far other cares the master's mind employ ; 
Approaching perils all his hopes destroy. 
In vain he spreads the graduated chart, 
And bounds the distance by the rules of art ; 
In Yain athwart the mimic seas expands 
The compasses to drcumjaoent lands. 
Ungrateful task ! for no asylum traced 
A passage opened from the watery waste. 
Fate seem*d to guard, with adamantine mound, 
The path to every friendly port^ound. 
While Albert thus, with secret doubts dismay'd, 
The geometric distances survey *d, 
On deck the watchful Rodmond cries aloud, 
'< Secure your lives ! grasp every man a shroud !** 
Roused from his trance^ he mounts with eyes 

aghast; 
When o*er the ship, in undulation vast, 
A giant surge down rushes from on high. 
And fore and aft dissever'd ruins lie. 
As when, Britannia's empire to maintain. 
Great Hawk'e descends in thunder on the roain^ 
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Around die braaen voice of batde rava. 
And fatal lightnings blast the bosdle thatet ; 
Beneath the ttonn their sbatter'd naTies gtoan. 
The trembling deeps recoil from aone to zone : 
Thus the torn vessel fd^ the enormous aftroke; 
The boats beneath the thundering deluge brake; 
Forth started from their jplanka the bursting rings, 
The extended, cordage all asunder aptings. 
The pilot's fair machinery strews the deck. 
And cards and needles swim in floating wrack. 
The balanced miaen, rending to the head. 
In streaming ruins from the margin fled ; 
The sides convulsive shook on groanuig beams. 
And, rent with labour, yawn*d the pitchy assos. 
They sound the well,* and, terrible to hear! 
Fiv^ feet immersed a^ng the line appear. 
At either pump they ply the clanking hrake^f 
And turn by turn the ungrateful oflSoe take. 
Rodmond, Arion, and Palemon here^ 
At this sad task, all diligent appear. 
As some fair castle shook by rude alama. 
Opposes long the approach of hostile anus; 
Grim war around her plants bis black array, 
And death and sorrow mark his horrid way ; 
1111, in some destined hour, against her inll 
In tenfold rage the fatal thunders fall : 
The ramparts crack, the solid bulwarks rend. 
And hostile troops the sbatter'd breach aaoend. 
Her valiant inmates still the foe retard. 
Resolved till death their sacred chai^ge to gnanL 
So the brave mariners their pumps attend. 
And help, incessant, by rotation lend : 

* The well is an wartment in the ship's hoU, aenringn 
enclose the pumps. It is sounded by dropping a ' 



iron rod down into it by a long line Hence tl 
diminution of the leaks are easily discovered. 

t The brake is the lever or handle of the pun^ by viiici 
it it wrought 
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But all in Yaisy-^for now the founding cord, 
Updrawp, an undiminuh'd depth ezpkred. 
Nor this seTOre distKM is found alone ; 
The ribs oppressed by ponderous cannon groan. 
Deep rolling from the watery volume's height, 
The tortured sides seem bursting with their weight 
So reels Pelorus, with conyulsive throes, 
When in his veins the burning earthquake glows; 
Hoarse through his entrails roars the infernal 

flame. 
And central thunders rend hie groaning frame. 
Accumulated mischiefs thus arise, 
And fate vindictive all their skill defles. 
One only remedy the seaton gave, 
To plunge the nerves of bat& in the wave : 
From their high platforms, thus the artillery 

thrown, 
Eased of tlieir load, the timbers less shall groan : 
'But arduous is the task their lot requires; 
A task that hovering Fate alone inspires : 
For, while intent the yawning decks to ease. 
That ever and anon are drench*d with seos^ 
Some fatal billow, with recoiling sweep, 
May whirl the helpless wretches in the deep. 

No season this for counsel or delay 1 
Too soon the eventful moments haste away I 
Here perseverance, with each help of art, 
Must join the boldest efforts of the heart. 
Hiese only now their misery can relieve ; 
These only now a dawn of safety give ! 
While o*er the quivering deck, from van to rear. 
Broad surges roll in terrible career, 
Rodmond, Arion, and a chosen crew, 
This ofllce in the face of death pursue. 
The wheel'd artillery o'er the deck to guide, 
Rodmond descending claim'd the weather-side : 

6 



/ 



MB THE SBIFWRBCK. Cmtol 

Fearless of heart the chief his orders gave, I 

Fronting the rude assaults of every wave. j 

like some strong watch-tower, nodding o*er M 

deep, 
Whose focky base the foaming waters sweep, 
Untfuned he stood ; the stem aerial war 
Had marked his honest face with many a scar. 
Meanwhile Arion, traversing the waist,* 
The cordage of the leeward-guns unbraced. 
And pointed crows beneath the metal placed. 
Watching the roll, their forelocks they withdrew, 
And from their beds the reeling cannon threw. 
Then from the windward battlements anboond, 
Rodmond*s associates wheel'd the artillery round; 
Pointed with iron fangs, their bars beguile 
The ponderous arms across the steep defile : 
Then, hurl'd from sounding binges o'er the side^ 
Thundering they plunge into the flashing tide. 
The ship, thus eased, some little respite finds; 
In this rude conflict of the seas and winds. 
Such ease Alddes felt, when, clogg'd with goif^ 
The envenom*d mantle from his side he tore; 
When, stung with burning pain, he strove too late 
To stop the swift career of cruel Fate. 
Yet then his heart one ray of hope procured. 
Sad harbinger of seven-fold pangs endured ! 
Such, and so short, the pause of woe she found ! 
Cimmerian darkness shades the deep aroundt 
Save when the lightnings, gleaming on the sight. 
Flash through the gloom a pale disastrous light 
Above, all ether, fraught with scenes of woe, 
With grim destruction threatens all below ; 

* The waist of a Aip of this kind is a hollow qMceaboot 
five feet in depth, between the elevations of the quarter deek 
and forecastle, and having the upper deck for its base, or 
platfonn. 
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Beneath, the storm-lash'd surges furious rise^ 
And wave uproU'd on wave assails the skies : 
With eTer-floating bulwarks they surround 
The ship, half.swallow*d in the black profound ! 
"With ceaseless hazard and fatigue oppressed. 
Dismay and anguish every heart possess'd ! 
For while, with boundless inundation, o'er 
The sea-beat ship the involving waters roar, 
Displaced beneath by her capacious womb, 
They rage their ancient station to resume ; 
By secret ambushes, their force to prove. 
Through many a winding channel first they rove ; 
Till gathering fury, like the fever*d blood, 
Through her dark veins they roll a rapid flood. 
While unrelenting thus the leaks they found, 
The 'pumps with ever-clanking strokes resound. 
Around each leaping valve, by toil subdued, 
The tough bull-hide must ever be renew'd^ 
Their sihking hearts unusual horrors chill. 
And down their weary limbs thick dews distil. 
No ray of light their dying hope redeems ; 
Pregnant with some new woe each moment teems. 
Again the chief the instructive draught eztekids, 
And o*er the figured plain attentive bends : 
To him the motion of each orb was known. 
That wheels around the sun*s refulgent throne : 
But here, alas ! his science nought avails ; 
Art droops unequal, and experience fails. 
The different traverses, since twilight made. 
He on the hydrograpbic circle laid ; 
Then the broad angle of lee-way * explored, 
As swept across the graduated chord. . 

• The lee-way, or drift, which in this place are synoay- 
mous tenns, is the movement by which the ship la driven 
•ide-ways at the mercy of the wind and sea, when she i> de> 
prived of the govenuneDt of the sails and hehn. 

N 
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Her place 6keover*d by iSbe rales of ar^ 

Unusual terrors shook the master's heart ; 

When Falconera's rugged isle be foand 

Within her drift, with shelves and breakers bonni ; 

For, if on those destructive shallows tost. 

The helpless bark widi all her crew are lost : 

As fatal still appears^ that danger o'er, 

The steep St George, and rocky GardaTor. 

With him the pilots, of their boplelcss stafte 

In mournful consukatioB now debate. 

Not more perplexing doubts her chiefs appa]^ 

When some proud citj verges to her fall ; 

While Ruin glares arotmd, and pale Affright 

Convenes her councils in the dead of nigfat^— 

No blazon'd trophies o*er their concave spread, 

VoT storied pillars raised aloft their bead ; 

But here the Queen of Shade around them tfarer 

Her dragon wing, disastrous to the riew ! 

Dire was the scene, with whiriwind, hall, ad 

shower ; 
Black Melancholy ruled the fearful hour ! 
Beneath tremendous roll*d the ftashing tide^ 
Where fate on every billow seem*d to ride'^ 
Enclosed with ills, by peril unsubdued. 
Great in distress the master-seaman stood : 
SVitt'd to command, deliberate to advise ; 
Expert in action, and in counsel wise ; 
Thus to his partners, by the crew nnfoeard, 
The dictates of his soul the chief referr'd. 

** Ye faithful mates, who all my troubles Atn, 
Approved companions of your master's care ! 
To you, alas ! 'twere fhritless now to tdl 
Our sad distress, already known too well : 
This mom with favouring gales Che port we left, 
Though now of every flattering hope bereft ; 
No skill nor long experience could Ibree ast 
The unseen approach oi this destructive blast. 
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These sees, where stoniM at TiinoBS seaaeoa blov» 
No reigmng winds nor certain emena know* 
The hour, the ooeasioo, all yonr dull deniMNb ; 
A leakjr alMpy cmbay'd by dangerous lairds : 
Our bark no transient jeofiardy surroBods ; 
GroBinng she lies beneath unDvmber'«l wounds. 
'Tie ours the dovbtftil remedy to ftnd ; 
To shun the Asry of the seaa and wind : 
For in this hcrikyw swell, with labovr lorev 
Her flank can bear the bursting ftoods no neiw : 
Tet this ov Mber ills she must endure ; 
A dixe disease, and desperate is the eure { 
Thua two expedients, ofler*d to your choice, 
Alone ra^niie yoor counsel and your voice : 
These only in oor power are left to try ; 
To perish here, or from tlie storm lo fly. 
The doubtful balaaee in my judgment cast, 
For ▼ariova reasons I psef cr the last. 
'Tiatrue, Ae Teasel and her costly freight, 
To me constgn'd^ my orders only wait ; 
Yet, since the charge d erery life is mine, 
To equal votes oor cocmsels I resign : 
Forbid it, Heaven, that, in this dreadful boor, 
I chiim the dangerous reins of puibliBd power! 
But should we now rcsohre to bear away, 
Our hopelese state can sufibr no del^; 
Nor can we, thos bereft of every aaily 
Attempt to steer obliquely on the gale : 
For then^ if broaching sideward to the sea, 
Oor dropsied ship may founder by the )te<: 
No more obedient to the piiet's power, 
The overwhelming wat e may soon her fnune de- 
vour." 
He said : the listening mates, vrith fiz'd rsgavdy 
And silent reverence, his opinio* heard. 
Important was the question in debate, 
And o*er their counsels hung impending Fate. 
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Rodmond, in man j a scene of peril tried. 
Had oft the master's happier skill descried. 
Yet now» tbe hour, the scene, the occasion known, 
Perhaps with equal right preferr'd his own. 
Of long experience in the naval art, 
Blunt was his speech, and naked was his heart : 
AUke to him each climate, and each blast ; 
The first in danger, in retreat tbe last : 
Sagacious balancing the opposed events. 
From Albert his opinion thus dissents. 

« Too true the perib of the present hour, 
"Where toils succeeding toils our stren£^ o*cr. 

power ! 
Yet whither can we turn, what road pursue, 
With death before still opening on the view ? 
Our bark, 'tis true, no shelter here can find. 
Sore shatter'd by the ruffian seas and wind ; 
Yet with what hope of refuge can we flee. 
Chased by this tempest and outrageous sea? 
For while its violence the tempest keeps, 
Bereft of every sail we roam the deeps : 
At random driven, to present death we haste. 
And one short hour perhaps^may be our last. 
In vain the Gulf of Corinth, on our lee^ 
Now opens to her ports a passage free ; 
Since, if before the blast the vessel flies. 
Full in her tack unnumber'd dangers rise. 
Here Falconera spreads her lurking snares; 
There distant Greece her rugged' shelves pie- 
pares: 
Should once her bottom strike that rocky shore, 
The splitting bark that instant were no more ; 
Nor she alone, but with her all the crew. 
Beyond relief, were doom'd to perish too. 
Thus if to scud too rashly Jwe consent, 
Too late in fatal hour we may repent. 
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*< Then of our purpose this appears the scope^ 
Xo weigh the danger with a doubtful hope. 
Though sorely buffeted by every sea, 
Our hull unbroken long may try a-Jee ; 
The crew, though harassed long with toils severe, 
Still at their pumps perceive no hazards near. 
Shall we, incautious then, the danger tell, 
At once their courage and their hope to quell ? 
Prudence forbids !— -This southern tempest soon 
May change its quarter with the changing moon : 
Its rage, though terrible, may soon subside, 
Nor into mountains lash the unruly tide. 
These leaks shall then decrease ; the sails once 

more 
Direct our course to some relieving shore." 

Thus white he spoke, around from man to man. 
At either pump, a hollow murmur ran. 
For while the vessel through unnumber'd chinks. 
Above, below, the invading waters drinks, 
Sounding her depth, they eyed the wetted scale, 
And k> ! the leaks o*er all their powers prevail ; 
Yet in their post, by terrors unsubdued. 
They with redoubling force their task pursued. 

And now the senior pilots seem to wait 
Arion's voice to close the dark debate. 
Though many a bitter storm, with peril fraught, 
In Neptune's school the wandering stripling 

taught, 
Not twice nine summers yet matured his thought. 
So oft he bled by Fortune's cruel dart. 
It fell at last innoxious on bis heart : 
His mind still shunning care with secret hate, 
In patient indolence resign'd to Fate. • 
But DOW the horrors that around him roll. 
Thus roused to action his rekindling souL 

« With fix'd attention, pondering in my mind 
The dark distresses on each side combined ; 
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WhUe b«« we linger io the pass of Fute^ 
I see no aament left for sad debate. 
For, some decision if we wish to fonaB, 
£re yet our vessel sink beneath the stono. 
Her sbatter*d state, and jon desponding crew. 
At once suggest what measures to pursuew 
The labouring hull already seems half fill'd 
With waters through an hundred leaks ilisdU'd. 
As in a djropsy, wMlowing with her freight 
Ha)f.4rown*d she liea^ a dead inactive weight! 
Thus drench'd by every w«ve, her riven deck* 
Stript and defenceless, floats a naked wreck; 
Her wounded flanks no longer can sustun 
These fell invasions of the bursting main. 
At every pitch the a^erwheIming billows bend. 
Beneath their load, the 4]uivering bowspsit.«od ; 
A fearful warning ! since the masts on h^gfa. 
On that support with trembling hope rely. 
At either pamp our seamen pant for breati^ 
In dark dismay anticipatioig death. 
Still aU our powers the incroasiog leaks defy : 
We sink at sea^no shores no haven nigh. 
One dawn of bo!pe yet breaks athwwt the gloom. 
To light and save us from the wateiy tomb ; 
. That bids us shun the desMi impending herc^ 
Fly from the following blasts and shbrewaid aleer. 

** Tis urged, indeed, the fury of the gale 
Precludes the help of every guiding sail; 
And, driven befpre it on the watery wasft^ 
To rocky shores and scenes ^f death we basliu 
But haply Fakonera we may shun ; 
And far to Grecian coasts is yet the run s 
Less harass*d then, our scudding ship may bear 
The assaulting fiurge repell'd upon bier ««ac 
Even then the wearied storm as soon shall di^ 
Or less torment the groaning pia^ on high* 
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hould w« at last be driven, by dan decree 
i'oo near thie fatal margin of tba sea, 
The hull dismasted there awhile may ride, 
Vith lengthened caUes on the raging tida 
'erfaaps kind Heaven, with interposing power, 
^ay curb the tempest ere that dreadfiiJ hour ; 
3ut here ingulf *d and foundering while we stay, ' 
Pate hovers o*er and maiju us for her prey.*' 

He said ; Palemon saw, with grief of hearty 
Phe atovm .prevailing o*er the pilot's, art : 
In silent terror and distress involved. 
He heard their last alternative resolved. 
High beat his bosom : with such fear subdued, 
Beneath the gloom of some enchanted wood. 
Oft in old time the wandering awain explored 
The noidnight wisards, breathing rites abhorr'd : 
TreBahling appraaGh'd their incantations fell. 
And, chtU*d with horror, beard the songs of hell. 

Arion saw, with secret anguish moved, 
The deep affliction of the friend he loved ; 

And, all awake to FriegdBhip*s genial heat, 

His bosom felt consenting tumults beat. 

Alas ! no season this for tender love ; 

Far hence the music of the myrtle grove. 

With Comfort's soothing voice, from Hope de- 
.rived, 

Faleroon's drooping spirit he revived. 

For Consolation oft, with healing art^ 

Retunes the jarring numbers of the heart. 
Now had the pilots all the events revolved. 

And on their final refuge thus resolved ; 

When, like the faithful shepherd, who beholds 
Some prowling wcdf approach his fleecy folds, 

To the brave crew, whom racking doubts perplex, 
The dreadful purpose Albert thus directs. 
** Unhappy partners in our wayward fate I 

Whose gallant spirits now are known too late; 
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Ye, who unmoTed behold this angiy storm 
With terrors all the rolling deep deform ; 
Who, patient in adversity, still bear I 

The firmest front when greater ills are near ! | 

The truth, though grievous, I must now rereal, | 
That long in vain I purposed to conceaL | 

Ingulf M, all help of arts we vainly try, 
To weather leeward shores, alas ! too nigb. 
Our crazy bark no longer can abide 
The seas that thunder o'er her batter*d side ; 
And while the leaks a fatal warning give, 
That in this raging sea she cannot live, 
One only refuge from despair we find^ 
At once to wear and scud before the wind.* 
Perhaps even then to ruin we may steer. 
For broken shores beneath our lee appear ; 
But that *s remote, and instant death is here : 
Tet there, by Heaven's assistance, we may gain 
Some creek or inlet of the Grecian main ; 
Or, shelter'd by some rock, at anchor ride, 
Till with abating rage the blast subside. 

<* But if, determined by the will of Heaven, 
Our helpless bark at last ashore is driven. 
These counsels followed, from the watery grave 
Our floating sailors on the surf may save. 
" And first, let all our axes be secured. 
To cut the masts and rigging from aboard. 
. Then to the quarters bind each plank and oar, 
To float between the vessel and the shore. 
The longest cordage too must be convey'd 
On deck, and to the weather rails belay'd. 
So they who haply reach alive the land, 
The extended lines may fasten on the strand. 
Whene'er loud thundering on the leeward shoK^ 
While yet aloof we hear the breakers roar, 

• For an explanation of these manoeuvres, the reader is 
referred to the last note of this Canto. 
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lius for Ibe Utmkki tsveot prepared, 
irace fore and aft to slartward ererj yard ; 
o shall our masts swim lighter oa the wave^ 
Lnd from the hrokea rocks our seamen save. 
Then westward turn the stem, that every mast 
tlay shoreward fall» when from the vessel cast. 
Vhen o*er her side once more the billows bound, 
Vscend the rigging till she strikes the ground : 
^nd when you hear aloft the alarming shock 
That .strikes lier bottom oo some pointed rock, 
rhe boldest of our sailors must descend, 
The dangerous business of the deck to tend ; 
rhen each, secttred by some convenient cord, 
Should cut the tfirouds and rigging from the 

board; 
L.et the broad axes next assail eadi mast, 
And booms, and oars, and rafts, to leeward cast ; 
Thus, wl^le the cordage stretched ashore may 

guide 
Our brave companions through the swelling tide, 
Thie Hoaiiog lumber shall sustain them, o*er 
The. rocky shelves, in safety to the shore. 
But as your firmest succour, till the last, 
O cling securely on each faUhftil mast ! 
lliou^ great the danger, and the task severe, 
Yet bow not to the tyranny of fear ! 
If once that slavish yoke your spirits quell, 
Adieu to hope ! to life itself farewell ! 

" I know, among you some full oft have riew'd. 
With murdering weapons arm'd, a lawless bnx>d, 
On EngUind's vile inhuman shore who stand, 
The foul reproach and scandal of our land ! 
To rob the wanderers wreck'd upon the strand. 
These, while their savage office they pursue, 
Oft wound to death the helpless plunder'd crew, 
Who, 'scaped from every horror of the main, 
Implored their mercy, but implored in vain. 
N3 
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Bat dread not this !•— a crime to Greece viikn«wn ! 
Such blood^houods all her circling shores disown : 
Her sona^ by barbarous tyrann^F oppress'd. 
Can share affliction with the wretch distressed : 
Their hearty by cruel fate inured to grie^ 
Oft to the friendless stranger yield relief.'* 

With conscious horror struck, the naval band 
Detested for awhile their native land. 
They cursed the sleeping vengeance of the laws. 
That thus forgot her guardian sailors* cause. 
Meanwhile the master's voice again they heaid. 
Whom, as with filial duty, all revered. 

** No more remains— but now a trusty bond 
Must ever at the pump industrious stand : 
And while with us the rest attend to wear» 
Two skilful seamen to the helm repair 1 
O Source of Life ! our refuge and our stay ! 
Whose voice, the warring elemenU 6bey» 
On thy supreme assistance we rely ; 
Thy mercy supplicate, if doom'd to die ! 
Perhaps this storm is sent, with healing breath. 
From, neighbouring shores to scourge disease and 

death! 
*Tis ours on thine unerring laws fo trust : 
With thee, great Lord I * whatever is, is just.* ** 

He said ; and with consenting reverence fraogbt. 
The sailors join*d his prayer in silent thought. 
His intellectual eye, serenely bright ! 
Saw distant objects with prophetic light. . 
Thus in a land, that lasting wars oppress^ 
That groans beneath misfortune and distress ; 
Whose wealth to conquering armies falls a prey. 
Her bulwarks sinking, as her .troops decay ; 
Some bold sagacious statesman, from the helno, 
3ees desolation gathering o'er his realm : 
He darts around his penetrating eyes» 
Where dangers grow, and hostile unions rise i 
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i^itb deep attention marks the iomding foe, 
Blludes tbeir wiles, and frustrates every blow ; 
Fries his last art the tottering state to save, 
Or in itfi ruins finds a glorious grave. 

Still in the yawning trough the vessel reels, 
Inguird beneath two fluctuating hills : 
On ^ther side they rise ; tremendous scene ! 
A. long dark melancholy vale between.* 

a» lliat the reader, vho is unacquainted with the manoeuvres 
of navigation, may concove a clearer idea of a ship's state 
^when Uring, and of the dian^ of her situation to that of 
4BCud.ding, I have quoted a part of the explanation of those 
articles as thev iq>pear in the ** Dictionary of the Marine.'* 

Trying is the situatiop in which a ship lies nearly in the 
trough or hollow of the sea in a tempest, particularly when it 
blowa contrary to her course. 

In trying as weU as in scudding, the sails are always re- ' 
«luced in pn»ortion to the increase of the storm ; and in 
either state, if the stonn is excessive, she may have aU her 
aallfl fiurled; or be^ according to the sea phrase, under bare 
poles. 

The intent of spreading a sail at this time, is to keep the 
«h\p more steady, and to prevent her from rolling violently 
by pressing her aide down in the water; and also to turn her 
head towards the source of the wind, so that the shock of the 
seas may fall more obliquely on her flank, than when she lies 
along the trough of the sea. or in the interval between two 
wavesL Whiie she lies in this situation, the helm is fastened 
eloee to the lee-side, to rarevent her,* as much as pondbl^ 
from falling to leeward. But as the ship is not then kept in 
cquilitvio by the operation of her sails, which at other timea 
countert>a1anoe each other at the head and stem, she is moved 
by a slow but continual vibration, which turns her head alter, 
nately to windward and to leeward, forming an angle of SO or 
40 dMrees in the intervaL That part where she stops in-^^ 
proaoring the dhrection of the wind is called her coming>to ; 
and the ooatnry excess of the angle to leeward, is called her 
CsUing-off. 

Veering, or wearing, (see Une 25, p. S91, and line 14, p. 296) 
«■ used in the present senses aoay k>e defined, the movement 
by which a ship changes her state from trying to that of 
ecudiBng, at of running before the direction of the wind 
nx ^ sea* 

It is an axiom in natural philosophy, that « every body 
wiU penevere in a state of rest, or of moving uniformlv in a 
light line^ unless it be compelled to change its state by forces 
impieHed; and that the change of motion is proportumal to 
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The b^nced sbip^ now fonravd, now behind* 
Sdll kii the impreasion of the waves aod wind. 
And to the right and left by turns incUned ; 
But Albert from behind the balance drew. 
And oo the prow its double efforts threw. 

the movinrforce impressed, and made aooordiiig to tiie tyft 
line in whteh that force acts.** 

Hence It is easy to conceive bow a ship is oompeBedtotm 
into any direction, by the force of the wind acting mxm any 
put of her length in lines parallel to the plane of the boriaon. 
Thus, in the act of veering, which is aneoesaarycoDsevieace 
of liiis invariable principle, the object of the seamen is to i«. 
duee the action or the wind on the ship's boMl^ past, sod ts 
receive its utmost exertion on her fore part, sotbat the latts 
may be pushed to leeward. This eflbct Is either Modneed by 
the operation of the sails, or by theimpression or the wind oo 
the masts and y nds. In the former case, the sails on the hind 
part of the ship are either furled or arranged nearlypanDri 
to the direction of the wind, which then glides iDeOMuallj 
fldong their surfaces ; at the same time the fmraoaoet safls sr 
spread abroad, so as to receive the greatest ex^tion of the 
wind. 6eeUne4,p.d01. llie fore part aceordinglyyici*te 
this impulse, and is put in motion ; and this motion, necesss^F 
oonstttring witii that of the wind, mishes the ship abeutai 
m\it^ as is reouisite to produce the desired eflteot. 

But when tne tempest is so violent as to preclude the nsesf 
sails, the eflbrt of the wind operates almost equally on ibesp- 
poiAte ends of the ship, because the masts and yarda sHnalci 
near the head and stem serve to counterbalanee each other, 
in rec^ving its impression. The efibct of the helm is also esn. 
siderably diminished, because the headway, which gives BR 
and vigour to all its operations, is at this time feeble and ia. 
elltetuaL Hence it becomes necessary to destroy this eqnS. 
brlum which subsists between the masts and yards beioresBd 
behind, and to throw the balance forward to prepare for vc«r. 
Ing. Ifthis cannot be effected by the arrangement of the yarii 
OB Ihe masts, md it becomes idMolutdy necesaaiy to veer, is 
Older to save the shipfirom destruction (see line 15, p. Sn\ the 
misen-mast must be cut away, and even the maiiumast, if die 
still remains incapable of answering the helm by turning her 
prow to leeward. 

Scudding is that movement in na^gatioo by wbich a Mf 
is carried precipitatdy before a tempert. See itoe 14* p.936. 

As a ship flies with amaring rapidity throagb tlie water 
whenever this expedient is put in practice, it ia never attempt* 
ed in a contrary wind, unless when her oondttimi renden her 
Incapable ofsustaining the mutual eflbitof the wind and warei 
any Imiger on her side, irithout beang exposed to the noit 
iBUDDinent danger. 
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rtie order now was given to bear away ; 

rhe order given, the timoneers obey. 

;^igh o*er the -bowsprit stretch *d, the tortured sail^ 

\.s OD the rack, distends beneath the gale. 

3ut scarce the yielding prow its impulse knew, 

^ben in a thousand flitting shreds it flew j 

^et Albert new resources still prepares, 

\nd, bridHng grief, redoubles all his cares. 

* Away there! lower the mixen-yard on deck;" 

Ele calls, ** and brace the foremost yards aback." 

His great example every bosom fires, 

New life rekindles, and new hope inspires ; 

While to the helm unfaithful still she lies, 

One desperate remedy at last he tries. 

'* Haste, with your weapons cut the shrouds and 

stay; 
And hew at once the mizen-mast away !" 
He said ; the attentive sailors on each side, 
At his command, the trembling cords divide. 
Fast by the fated pine bold Rodmond stands ; 
The impatient axe hung gleaming in his hands ; 
Brandish*d on high, it fell with dreadful sound ; 
The tall mast groaning, felt the deadly wound. 
Deep gash*d with sores, the tottering structure 

rings; 
And crashing, thundering, o*er the quarter swings. 



A ddp either scuds with a sail extended on ber foremast, 
or, if the storm is excesdve, without any sail, which in the 
sea-phrase is called scudding under bare poles. 

Tne principal hasaxds incident to scuddine ar^ generally, 
a sea striking th6 ship's stem ; the difficulty of steering, which 
perpetually exposes her to the danger of broaching.to ; and 
the want of sufficient sea^room. A sea which strikes the stern 
violently may shatter it to pieces, by which the ship must in. 
evitabW founder. By broadiing-to suddenly, she is threaten, 
ed wiu kwng all her masts and sails, or being immediately 
oveitumfld ; and for want of sea.room, she is exposed to the 
dangers of being wrecked on a lee-shoie. 



SOe THE SHIPWRECK. Can^ll. 

Thus when some limb, convulsed with pangs of 
death, 
Imbibes the gangrene's pestilential breath, 
Tlie experienced artist fVom the blood betmyi 
The latent venom, or its course delays : 
But if the infection triumphs o'er his art. 
Tainting the vital stream that warms the heart. 
Resolved at last, he quits the unequal strife, 
Severs the member, and preserves the life. 
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ARGITMENT. 

The design and iDfluence of poetry. Applied to the sobiect. 
^Vreck of the mixen-nuut cleared away. Ship veers before 
the wind. Her violent agitation. DIfifcrent stations of the 
officers. Appearance of the island of Faloonera. Excur. 
sion to the adjacent nations of Greece renowned in antU 
quity. Athens. Socrates. Plato. Aristides. Solon. Cor- 
inth. Sparta. Leonidas. Invasion of Xerxes. LTCurgus. 
l^kaxninondas. Modem 4U9pearance. Arcadia; its former 
happiness and fertility. Present distros, the eflfect of sla- 
very. Ithaca. UWsses and Penelope. Argos and Mycsme. 
Agamemnon. Macronisi. Lemnos. Vulcan and Venus. 
DeloSb Apollo and I^na. Troy. Sestos. Leanderand 
Hera Delphos. Temple of Apollo. Parnassus. 'The 
Muses. The subject resumed, inkling of the sea. Pro. 
digious tempest, accompanied with rain, hail, and meteors. 
Darkness, lightning, and thunder. Approach of day. Dls. 
covery of land. The ship^ in great danger, passes the 
island of St George. Turns her broadside to the shore. 
Her bowsprit, foremast, and main.tqpmast carried away. 
She strikes a rock. Splits asunder. Fate of the crew. 

I 

The Seem stretches from thai part qf the Archipelago vMcM 
lies ten miles to the northward qf Palconera, to Cape Co- 
lonna, in AtUca^The Time is about seven hours, heinafrxtm 
one UUeighiinthe Morning, ^^ 

When in a barbarous age, with blood defiled. 
The human savage roam*d the gloomy wild ; 
When sullen ignorance her flag display'd, 
And Rapine and Revenge her voice obeyed ; 
Sent from the shores of light, the Muses came^ 
The dark and solitary race to tame ; 
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*Twa8 ibeirs the ]awle» passions to control. 

And melt in tender sympathy the aoul ; 

The heart from vice and error to reclaim,* 

And breathe in hurna* breasts celesttd flame. 

The kindling spirit caught the empyreal ray. 

And glow*d congenial with the swelling lay. 

Roused from the chcMS of primeval nigb^ 

At once fair Truth and Reason sprung to light 

When great M»onxdes» in raind song. 

The thundering tide of battle rolls along. 

Each ravished bosom feels the high alarms, 

And all the burning pulses beat to arms. 

From earth npbome^ on Pegasean wings, 

Far through the boundlesa realms, of thou^ be 

springs ; 
'While distant poets, trembling as tfaey view 
His sunward ftigbt, the dbzaliog track pufsatu 
But when his strings, with mournful magic, tell 
What dire distress Laertesf' son befel. 
The strains, meandering through the msat of woe, 
Bid sacred sympathy the heart o'erflow. . 
Tbus) in old time, the Muses' heavenly breaih 
With vital force dissolved the chains of death • 
Each bard in Epic lays began to sing. 
Taught by the master of the vocal string. 
^Tis mine,, alas ! through daogeroua acenea to $tiaj, 
Far from the light of his unerring ray ! 
While, all unused the wayward path to tread. 
Darkling I wander with propfaelic draad. 
To me in vain the bold MsBoniaa lyre 
Awakes the numbers, fraught with living fiie i 
Full oft, indeed, that mournful harp of yore 
Wept the sad wanderer lost upon the sborv • 
But o*er that scene the impatient numbera ran, 
Subservient only'to a nobler plan. 
•Tis mine the unravell'd prospect to display. 
And chain the events in r^^lar arraj. 
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Though bard the task, to sing in varied strains, 
While all unchanged the tragic theme remains ! 
Thrice happy ! might the secret powers of art 
Unlock the latent windings of the heart ; 
Might the sad numbers draw compassion's tear 
For kindred miseries, oft beheld too near ; 
For kindred wretches, oft in ruin cast 
On Albion's strand, beneath the wintry blast ; 
For all the pangs, the complicated woe, 
Her bravest sons, her faithful sailors know ! 
So pity, gushing o'er each British breast, 
Might sympathize with Britain's sons distrest : 
For this, my theme through maaes I pursue, 
Which nor Mieonides nor Maro knew. 

Awhile the roast, in ruins dragg'd behind, 
Balanced the impression of the helm and wind : 
The wounded serpent, agonised with pain, 
Thus trails bis mangled volume on the plain. 
But now the wreck dissever'd from the rear, 
The long reluctant prow began to veer ; 
And while around before the wind it falls, 
''Square all the yards!"*' the attentive master 

'calls— 
** You timoneers, her motion still attend ! 
For on your steerage all our lives depend, 
So^ steddy !f meet her, watch the blast behind, 
And steer her right before the seas and wind !" 
** Starboard again !" the watchful pilot cries ; 
'* Starboard !" the obedient timoneer replies, 
Hien to the left the ruling helm returns ; 
The wheel \ revolves ; the ringing axle bums. 



• To square the yards, in this place, is meant to arrange 
them directly athwart the ship's length. 

f Steddy is the order to steer the ship aooordinff to the line 
on which she advances at that instant, without deviating to 
Che right or left thereof. 

^ In aUlwgeibipi, the helm is managedby a wheeL 
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Tlie Mp, ao loBger fouodermg by the lee^ | 

Bean OB ber side tbe inyaskms of the se*; 
All lonely o*er the deeert waste she fliee* 
Scourged on by surges^ eterin, aad bunting ekie^ i 
As when the mastera of tbe lanoevasaail, I 

In Hyperborean seas, tbe Numbering whale ; 
Soon as tbe javelins pierce bis scaly bide^ 
With anguish stung, he deaves the downivaid i 

tide; 
In vain he iies ! no friendly respite found; 
His life-blood gushes tbrp4gb the ioflamiag fpoon^ 
The wounded baik, thus smarting with lMrfaiB» 
Scuds from punning waves along the main ; 
While, dash*d apart by her divkUng prow. 
Like burning adamant the waten glow. 
Her joints forget their firm elastic tone ; 
Her long keel trembJes, and her timben graaa. 
Upheaved behind her, in tremendous height, 
The billows frown, with fearful mdiance hrl^! 
Now, shiveriog, o*er the topmost wave she rideik 
While deep beneath the enonnous gulf divider 
Now, launching headlong down the horrid vale^ 
She heara no more the roaring of the gale ; 
Till up the dreadful height again she flies^ 
Trembling beneath the current of the skien 
As that r^)ellbu8 angel whc^ from heaven. 
To regions of eterasl pain was driven ; 
When dreadless be forsook the Stygian ahor^ 
The distant realms of £den to explore ; 
Here, on sulphureous clouds sublime upheaved. 
With daring wing the infernal air be cleaved; 
There, in some hideous gulf descending prone, 
Far in the rayless void of night was thrown. 
£ven so die scales tbe briny mountain's height^ 
Then down the black abyss precipitates herfl^t 
The nasts, around whose tops tbe whirlwinds siii^ 
With loDg vibration round her axle swiag. 
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To snide the wayward conne amid the gloona. 
The watchful pilots different posts assume. 
Albert and Hodmoad, stationed on the rear, 
l^ith warning voice direct each timoneer. 
Hi^h on the prow the guard Arion keeps, 
To shun the cruisers M'andering o*er the deeps : 
Where'er he moves, Palemon still attend^ 
As if on him his only hope depends : 
While Sodmood, fearful of some neighb'ring shore, 
Cries, ever and anon, " Look ont afore !** 
Four hours thu^ scudding on the tide she flew, 
When Falcon^a's rocky heig^ they view : 
High o*er its summit, through the gloom of night, 
The glimmeriag watch* tower casts a mour^l 

light 
In dife amaaement rivetted they stand. 
And hear the breakers lash the rugged strand : 
But soon beyond this shore the vessel fiiei^ 
Swift as the rapid eagle deaves the skies. 
So, from the fangs of her insatiate foe, 
O'er the broad champaign scuds the tfemhUngroe. 
That danger paat, reflecHs a feeble joy ; 
But soon returning fears their hope destroy. 
Thufi, in the Atlantic, oft the sailor eyes. 
While melting in the reign of softer skies, 
Some alp of ice, from polar regions blown, 
Hail the glad influence of a warmer zone : 
Ita linosen clifls atlemper'd gales supply ; 
In oooUng stream the aerial billows fly ; 
Awhile delivered frpm the scorching heat^ 
In gentler tides the feverish pulses beat 

8a, when tlieir trembling vessel passed this isle, 
Sucih nsionary joys the crew beguile ; 
The illusive meteors of a lifeless fire ! 
Too soon they kindU^ and too soon expire ! 

Say, Memory ! thou from whose unerring tongpe 
Instructive flows the animat«d song ! 
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What regions now the fljring ship summnd ? 
Regions of old through all the world renowii'd ; 
That, once the Poet*s theme, the Miises* boast, I 
Now lie in ruins ; in oblivion lost ! | 

Did they, whose sad distress these lays deplore^ 
Unskiird in Grecian or in Roman lore, I 

Unconscious pass each famous circlinj^ shore ? I 

They did ; for blasted in the barren shade. 
Here, all too soon, the buds of science fiule : 
Sad Ocean's genius, in untimely hour. 
Withers the bloom of every springing flower : 
Here Fancy droofA, while sullen cloud and siocm 
The generous climate of the soul defbnn. 
Then if, among the wandering naval train. 
One stripling eiiled from the Aonian plahi. 
Had e'er, entranced in Fancy's soothing dream, 
Approach*d to taste the sweet Castalian rti ea in , 
(Since those salubrious streams, with power divine, 
To purer sense the attemper'd soul refine,) 
His heart with liberal commerce here unbiest, 
Alien to joy ! sincerer grief possess'd. 
Yet on the youthful mind, the impression cast 
Of ancient glory shall for ever last : 
There, all unquench'd by cruel Forttine's ire^ 
It glows with inextinguishable fire. 

Immortal Athens first, in ruin spread, 
Contiguous lies at Fort Liono*s head. 
Great source of science ! whose immortal naine 
Stands foremost in the glorious roll of Fame ! 
Here godlike Socrates and Plato shone^ 
And, firm to truth, eternal honour won. 
The first in Virtue's cause his life resign'dy 
By Heaven pronounced the wisest of mankind; 
The last foretold the spark of vital fire. 
The soul's "fine essence, pever could expire. 
Here Solon dwelt, the philosophic sage. 
That fled Pisistratus' vindictive rage. 
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Fust Aristides here maiotaio'd the cauiwf, 

^hose sacied precepts shine through Soloii's laws. 

Df all her towering structures, now alone 

Some scatter*d columns sund, with weeds over- 
grown. 

The wandering stranger near the port descries 

A milk-white lion of stupendous sise ; 

Unknown the sculptor ; marble is the frame ; 

And hence the adjacent haven drew its name. 
Kelt, in the gulf of EDgia, Corinth lies, 

IVhose gorgeous fabrics seem'd to strike the skies. 

Whom, though by tyrant victors oft subdued, . 

Greece "EgypU Rome, with^iwful wonder view*d. 

Her name, for Pallas' heavenly art renown *d,* 

Spread, like the foliage which her pillars crowned ; 

But now, in fatal desolation laid, 

Oblivion o'er it draws a dismal shade. 
Then further westward, on Morea*s land. 

Fair Misitra ! thy modern turrets stand. 
Ah ! who, unmoved with secret woe, can tell 
That here great Lacedaemon's glory fell ? 
Here once she flourish'd, at whose trumpet's sound 
War burst his chains, and nations shook around. 
Here brave Leonidas, from shore to shore. 
Through all Aohaia bade her thunders roar : 
He, when imperial Xerxes, from afar, 
Advanced with Persia's sumless troops to war. 
Till Macedonia shrunk beneath his spear. 
And Greece dismay'd beheld the chief draw near : 
He, at Thermopylae's immortal plain, 
His force repell'd with Sparta's glorious train. 
Tall (Eta saw the tyrant's conquer'd bands. 
In gasping millioW) bleed on hostile Uods. 
Thus vanquish'd Asia trembling heard thy name. 
And Thebes and Athens sicken'd at thy fame 1 

* Architecture. 
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Thy state, soppbrlcd by Lyanrgat* lanfP% 
Drew, like thine amis, superlative applMom. 
Even great Eparoinoodas strove in. vain 
To curb that spirit with a Thebaa cbank 
But ah ! how low her free-born spirit now ! 
Her at^cctsoBS to faaogiity tynmCB boir r 
A false, degenerate^ supeesdlieus race^ 
Infest thy region^ and thy naaae disgrace ! 

Not distant hr, Arcadia's West deaaaina 
Peloponnesus* circling shore contaiiui. 
Hirioe happy soil ! wh^re still, serenely gay. 
Indulgent Flora breathed perpetual May ! 
Where buiom Ceres taught theohsefoiens field, 
Rich without art^ spontaneous gHYs to yield ; 
Hien with sone rural nymph supremely Uca^ 
While transport glow*d in each eoamoar'd bnw^ 
Each faithful shepherd told his tender pain. 
And sung of ^Ivan sports in arthsa strain. 
Now, sad reverse ! OppressioB's iren; hand 
Enslaves her natives, and despoile the land. 
In lawless rapine bred, a sangnine tnin 
With midnight ravage seour the nnculiimd phaa. 

Westward of these, beyond the isthmui^ Isas 
The long-lost isle of Ithacua the wise ; 
Where fair Penelope her absent lord 
Full twice ten years with faithfnl leve dcpiand. 
Though many a piincely heart her bcanly ifnn. 
She, guarded only by a stripling son, 
Each bold attempt of suiter-hings repefi'd. 
And undefiled the nuptial contract held. 
With various arts to win her love tbcy toil'd. 
But all their wiles by virtnotis fnaid she fiiil'd : 
True to her vows, and resolutely chaste^ 
The beauteous princess triumpfa*d at thw lyst. 

Argos in Greece forgotten and anknowny 
Still seems her cruel fortune to bemoan ; 
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AvgoSf wtiose moaarcb led the Grecmn hosts 
Far o>*er the Mg^tm mm to Bftrdaa eoasfs* 
JJabappj prince ! who on a hoe^le shore, 
Toil, peri), aoguiab, ten long winters bore. 
And when to native realms restored at last. 
To reap the harvest of thy laix>urs past, 
A perjured friend, alas ! and fehhless wife^ 
There sacrvfieed to impious )ust thy life ! 
Fast by Arcadia stretch these desert plains^ 
And o'er the land a gloomy tyrant reigns. 

Next the fair isle of Helena * is seen, 
Where adverse w^nds detain*d the Spartan queen ; 
For vrhom, in arms combined, the Grecian host, 
WiUi vengeance Ared, mvaded Phrygia's coasf ; 
For whom so long they labour*d to destroy 
The sacred turrets of imperial IVoy. 
Here, driven by Juno's rage, the hapless dame. 
Forlorn of heart, from ruin'd Ilion came. 
The port an image bears of Parian stone, 
Of ancieat fabric, but of date unknown. 

Ihie east from this appears the iminortal shore 
That sacred Phcebus and Diana bore ; 
Delos^ through all the ^gea» seas renown'd, 
(Whose coast the rocky Cyckdes surround) 
By Fhcebus honowr'd, and by Greece revered ! 
Her hallowed groves even distant Pinrsia lear^d. 
But now, a silent unfrequented land ! 
No human footstep marks the trackless sand. 

Thence to the north, by Asia's western bound, 
Fair Lemnos stands, with rising marble crown'd ; 
Where, in her rage, avenging Juno hurl'd 
Ill-fated Vulcan from the ethereal worid. 
There his eternal anvils first he rear'd ; 
Then, forged by Cyclopean art, appeared 



• Now known by the name of Macxoniti. 



318 THE SHIPWRECK. Qmto 111 

Thunders, ibat sbcwk the skies with dire alanns, 
And, form*d by skill divine, Vulcanian arms;. 
There, with this crippled wretch, the foul di^^rux 
And living scandal of the empyreal race^ 
The beauteous queen of love in wedlock dwdt; 
In fires profane, can heavenly bosoms mell ? 

Eastward of this appears the Dardan shore, 
That once the imperiid towers of Ilium bore. 
Illustrious Troy ! renown*d in every clime^ 
Through the long annals of unfolding time ! 
How oft, thy royal bulwarks to defend, 
Thou saw'st thy tutelar gods in vain descend ! 
Though chiefs unnumbered in her cause were sIub, 
Though nations perish'd on her bloody plain ; 
That refuge of perfidious Helen's shame 
Was doom*d at length to sink in Grecian flame. 
And now, by Time's deep plough-share barrov'd 

o'er. 
The seat of sacred Troy is found no more : 
No trace of all her glories now remains ! 
But corn and vines enrich her cultured plains; 
Silver Scamander laves the verdant shore ; 
Scamander, oft o'erflow'd with hostile gore ! 
Not far removed from Ilion's famous land, 
Jn counter-view appears the Thracian strand ; 
Where beauteous Hero, from the turret's height; 
Display'd her cresset each revolving night ; 
Whose gleam directed loved Leander o'er 
The rolling Hellespont to Asia's shore. 
Till in a fated hour, on Thracia's coast. 
She saw her lover's lifeless body tost : 
Then felt her bosom agony severe ; 
Her eyes, sad-gazing, pour'd the incessant tear: 
O'erwhelm'd with anguish, frantic with despwr, 
She beat her beauteous breast and tore her hair^ 
On dear Leander's name in vain she cried ; 
Then headlong plunged into the parting tide ! 
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The parting tide received the \ave\j weiglit, 
\nd proudly flow*d, exulting in its freight. 

Far west of Thrace, beyond the ^gean main, 
Elexnote from ocean, lies the Delphic plain, 
rhe sacred oracle of Pbcebus there, 
Eligh D*er the mount arose, divinely fair ! 
^cbaiaD marble formed the gorgeous pile : 
<Vugu8t die fabric ! elegant its style ! 
3n brazen hinges turned the silver doors ; 
^nd chequer*d marble paved the polish 'd floors. 
The roofs, where storied tablature appear*d. 
On otrfumns of Corinthian mould were rear*d : 
Of shining porphyry the shafts were framed, 
And round the hollow dome bright jewels flamed. 
Apollo's suppliant priests, a blameless train ! 
Framed their oblations on the holy fane : 
To front the sun's declining ray *twas placed ; 
With golden harps and living laurels graced. 
The sciences and arts around the shrine 
Conspicuous shone, engraved by bands divine ! 
Where ^sculapius' snake display *d his crest, 
And burning glories sparkled on his breast ; « 
While, from his eyes* insufferable light, 
Disease and Death reooil'd, in headlong flight. 
Of this great temple, through all time renowned. 
Sunk in oblivion, no remains are found. 

Contiguous here, with hallow*d woods e'er- 
spread, 
Pamassu& lifts to heaven its honoured head ; 
Where from the deluge saved, by Heaven's com- 

mand, 
Deucalion leading Pyrrha, hand in hand, 
Repeopled" all the desolated land. 
Around the scene unfading laurels grow. 
And aromatic flowers for ever blow. 
The wipged choirs, on every tree above, 
Carol sweet numbers through the vocal grove ; 
O 
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While o'er the eternal tfpiing that smfles h— M>T>ih^ 
Young cephyn, boroe oo rasgr pinioos, bmihe. 
Fair £iu|^ters of the sun ! the sacred Nine 
Here wake lo ecstasy their songs divine ; 
Or crown'd with myrtle, in some sweet aloon^ 
Attune the' tender strings to bleeding Xiove ; 
All sadly liweet the balmy currents roll ; 
Soothing to softest peace the tortured aouL 
WhUe hill and vale with choral vmce around 
The music of immortal harps resound. 
Fair Pltesure leads in dance the happy Homs, 
Still scattering where she moves Elysian flowcn ! 

Even now, the strains with sweet oontagioB 
fraught, 
Shed 4 delicious languor o*er the thought- 
Adieu, ye vales, that smiling peace beatow. 
Where JBden's blossoms ever vernal blow ! 
Adieu, ye streams, that o*er enchanted ground 
In lucid maze the Aonian hill surtouiid ! 
Ye fairy scenes where Fancy loves to dwell. 
And young Deh'ght, for ever, oh, farewell ! 
The soul with tender luxury you fill. 
And o'er the sense Lethean dews distil. 
Awake, O Memory, from the inglorioua dream ; 
With brasen lungs resume the kindling theme ; 
Collect thy powers; arouse thy vital fire. 
Ye spirits of the storm, ray verse inspire ! 
Hoarse as the whirlwinds that enrage the main, 
In torreAt pour along the swelling strain ! 

Now, borne impetuous o*erthe boHing deeps^ 
Her course to Attic shores the vessel kteepa : 
The pilots as the waves behind her swell* 
Still with the wheeling stem their force repel; 
For, this assault should either quarter * leel. 
Again to flank the tempest she might reeL 

« The quarter is the hinder part of a 8faip*fe side; <x tfaH 
part which Is near the stem. 
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The steersmen eveiy bidden turn apply; 
To right and left the spokes alternate fly« 
Thus when some conquer'd host retreats In ftar. 
The bravest leaders guard the broken rear : 
Indignant they retire, and long oppose 
Superior armies that around them close ; 
Still shield the flanks, the routed squadrons join^ 
And guide the flight in one embodied line. 

So tbey direct the flying bark before 
The impelling floods, that laah her to the shores 
As some benighted travdler, through the shade, 
Explores the devious path with heart dismayed ; 
While prowling savages behind him roar. 
And yawning pits and quagmires lurk before- 
High o'er the poop the audacious seas aspire^ 
Uproird in hills of fluctuating fire. 
As some fell conqueror, frantic with success^ 
Sheds o*er the nations ruin and distress ; 
So, while the watery wilderness be roams, 
Incensed to sevenfold rage the tempest foams ; 
And o*er the trembling pines, above, bel6w, 
Shrill through the cordage howls, with notes of woe. 
Now thunders wafted fh>m the bnrning zone, 
Grpwl from afar, a deaf and hollow groan ! 
The ship's high battlements, to either side 
For ever rocking, drink the briny tide : 
Her. joints unhinged, in palsied languors play, 
As ice dissolves beneath the noon-tide ray. 
The skies, asunder torn, a deluge pour ; 
The impetuous hail descends in whirling shower; 
High on the masts, with pale and livid rays^ 
Amid the gloom portentous meteors blasa . 
The ethereal dome, in mournful pomp array'd. 
Now lurks behind impenetrable shade ; 
Now, flashing round Intolerable light. 
Redoubles all the terrors of the night. 
Such terror Sinai's quaking hill o'erspread, 
When Heaven's loud trumpet sounded o'er its head* 
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It seem*d, the wrathful angel of the wind 
Had all the horrors of the skies combined ; 
And here, to one ill-fated ship opposed. 
At once the dreadful magazine discloaed. 
And lo ! tremendous o*er the deep be springs, 
The inflaming sulphur flashing from his wings ! 
Hark ! his strong voice the dismal silence breaks; 
Mad Chaos from the chains of death awakes! 
Loud and more loud the rolling peals enUuge; 
And blue on deck theur blazing sides discharge: 
There, all aghast, the shivering wretches stood; 
While chill suspense and fear congeal'd their 

blood. 
Now in a deluge bursts the living flame. 
And dread concussion rends the ethereal frame. 
Sick Earth, convulsive, groans from shore to shore, 
And Nature, shuddering, feels the horrid rosr. 

Still the sad prospect rises on my sight, 
Reveal*d in all its mournful shade and light ; 
Swift through my pulses glides the kindling fire, 
As lightning glances on the electric wire. 
But ah ! the force of numbers strives in vain. 
The glowing scene unequal to sustain. 

But lo! at last, from tenfold darkness borne, 
Forth issues o*er the wave the weeping mom. 
Hail, sacred Vision ! who on orient wings, 
The cheering dawn of light propitious brings ! 
All Nature, smiling, hail'd the vivid ray. 
That gave her beauties to returning day ; 
All but our ship, that, groaning on the tide. 
No kind relief, no gleam of hope descried : 
For now, in front, her trembling inmates see 
The hills of Greece emerging on the lee. 
So the lost lover views that fetal mom, 
On which, for ever from his bosom torn. 
The nymph adored resigns her blooming charms 
To bless with love some happier rival*s arms. 
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So to. Eliza dawn'd that cruel day 
That tore ^oeas from her arms away ; 
That saw him parting, never to return, 
Hexself in funeral flames decreed to bum. 
O yet, in clouds, thou genial source of light, 
Conceal thy radiant glories from our sight ! 
Go, with thy smile adorn the happy plain. 
And gild the scenes where health and pleasure 

reign; 
But let not here, in scorn, thy wanton beam 
Insult the dreadful grandeur of my theme ! 

While shoreward now the bounding vessel flies, 
Full in her van St George's clifi^ arise : 
High o*er the rest a pointed crag is seen. 
That hung projecting o*er a mossy green. 
Nearer and nearer now the danger grows, 
And all their skill relentless fates oppose ; 
For, while more eastward they direct the prow, 
Enormous waves the quivering deck overflow. 
While, as she wheels, unable to subdue 
Her salUes, still they dread her broaching.ta* 
Alarming tiiougfat ! for now no more a-lee 
Her riven side could bear the invading sea ; 
And if the following surge she scuds before. 
Headlong she runs upon the dreadful shore : 
A shore where shelves and hidden rocks abound, 
Where death in secret ambush Itirks around. 
Far less dismay'd, Anchises' wandering son 
Was seen the Straits of Sicily to shun : 
When Palinurus from the helm descried 
The rocks of Scylla on his eastern side ; 



« Broacbing-to is a sudden and involuntary movement in 
nav]|{atlon, wnerein a ship, whilst scudding or s^ns before 
the wind, unexpectedly turns her side to windward. It is 
generally occasioned by the diiBculty of steering ber, or by 
some disaster happening to the machinery of the helm. See 
the last note of the Seeond Canta 
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While in the west* with hideous yavite diadoied^ 
His onward path Charfbdis' gulf opposed : 
The double danger as by turns he view*d. 
His wheeling bark her arduous track pursued. 
. Thus, while to right and left destruction lie% 
Between the extremes the daring Tessel flies. 
With boundless involution, bursting o*6r 
The marble cliffs, loud dashing surg^ roar ; 
Hoarse through each winding creek the tempot 

And hollow rocks repeat the groan of waves ; 
Destruction round the insatiate coast prepares^ 
To crush the trembling ship, unnumber'd snaci 
But haply now she 'scapes the fatal strand. 
Though scarce ten fathoms distant from the hod; 
Swift as the weapon issuing from the bow» 
She cleaves the burning waters with her prow; 
And forward leaping, with tumultuous bastes 
As on the tempest's wing the isle she paal. 
With longing eyes and agony of naindy 
The sailors view this refuge left behind ; 
Happy 10 bribe with India's richest ore^ 
A safe accession to that barren shore! 

When in the dark Peruvian mine €M>nfined, 
Lost to the cheerful commerce of naankindy 
The groaning captive wastes his life avmj, 
For ever exiled from the realms of day; 
Not equal pangs his bosom agonize^ 
When far above the sacred light he ejea^ 
While, all fbriom, the victim pities in vain 
For scenes he never shall possess again. 

But now Athenian mountains they descry. 
And o'er the surge Colonna fl'owns on high : 
Beside the cape's projecting verge are placed 
A range of columns long by time defaced. 
First planted by Devotion to sustain, 
In elder times, Tritonia's sacred fane. 
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^oams the wild .beach bdow, with maddening 

^liere waves and rocks a dreadful combat wage : 
The sickly heaven, fermenting with its iVeight, 
Still vomits o'erthe main the feverish weight ; 
^nd now» while wing*d with ruin from on high, 
Fhrougfa the rent cloud the ragged lightnings fly, 
A. flash, quick-glancing on the nerves of light, 
Struck the pale helmsman with eternal night t 
Redmond, who heard a piteous groan behind, 
Xouch'-d with compassion gaxed upon the blind ; 
And while around his sad companions crowd, 
He guides the unhappy victim to the shroud. 
'< Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend !*' he cries; . 
** Thy only succour on the mast relies !'* 
The helm, bereft of half iu vital force, 
!Now scarce subdued the wild unbridled course t 
Quick to the abandon*d wheel Arion came, 
The ship's tempestuous sallies to reclaim. 
Amazed he saw her, o'er the sounding foam 
Upborne, to right and left distracted roam. 
So gazed young Phaeton, with pale dismay, 
When, mounted in the flaming car of day, 
With rash an^ impious hand, the stripling tried 
The immortal coursers of the sun to guide. 
The vessel, while the dread event draws nigh, 
Seems more impatient o'er the waves to fly : 
Fate spurs her on :— Thus, issuing from afar, 
Advances to the sun some blazing star ; 
And, as it feels the attraction's kindling fbrpe, 
Springs onward with accelerated course. 

WiUi mournful look the seamen eyed the strand, 
Where Death's inexorable jaws expand : 
Swift from their miiids elapsed alt dangers past, 
As, dumb with terror, they beheld ihe last 
Kow, OB the trembling shrouds, before, behind} 
Jn mute suspense they mount into the wind. 
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•The genius of the deep, on rapid win^ 
The black eventful moment seemed to bring ; 
Tbe fatal Sisters on the surge before. 
Yoked their infernal horses to tbe prore. 
The steersmen now received their last command, 
To wheel the vessel sidelong to the strand. 
Twelve sailors on the foremast who depend. 
High on the platforpi of the top ascend— 
Fatal retreat ! for while the plunging prow 
Immerges headlong in tbe wave below, 
Down* press'd by watery woght the bowsprit beads, 
And from above the stem deep-crashing rends. 
Beneath her beak the floating ruins lie ; 
Tbe foremast totters, unsustain'd on high : 
And now the ship, fore-lifted by the sea. 
Hurls the tall fabric backward o*er the lee ; 
While, in the general wreck, the faithful sUy 
Drags the main.topmast from its post away. 
Flung from the mast the seamen strive in vain 
Through hostile floods the vessel to regain ; 
The waves they buffet, till, bereft of strength, 
0*erpQwer*d they yield to cruel fate at length. 
The hostile waters close around their head, 
They sink for ever, numbered with the dead ! 
Those who remiun their fearful doona await, 
Nor jlonger mourn their lost companiona* late. 
Tlie heart, that bleeds with sorrow all ita own. 
Forgets the pangs of friendship to bemoan. 
Albert and Rodmond and Palemon here. 
With yoong Arion, on the mast appear; 
Even they, amid the unspeakable distreas. 
In every look distracting thoughts confeaa; 
In every vein the refluent blood congeals; 
And«every bosom fatal terror feels. 
Enclosed with all the demons of the main, 
Thffy view*d the adjacent shore, but Yiew'd in 
. vain. 
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Such tormento in tfie drear abodes of hell, 
Where sad despair laroents wth rueful yell. 
Such torments agopiize the damned breast,. 
While Fancy views the mansions of the blest. 
For Heaven's sweet help their suppliant cries im- 
plore; 
But Heaven, relentless, deigns to help no more { 

And now lash*d on by destiny severe, 
With horror fraught, the dreadful scene drew 

near! 
The ship hangs hovering on the verge of death, 
Hell yawns, rocks rise, and breakers roar beneath ! 
In vain, alas ! the sacred shades of yore 
Would arm the mind with philosophic lore ; 
In vain th.ey*d teach us, at the latest breatli. 
To smile serene, amid the pangs of death. 
Even Zeno*s self, and Epictetus old. 
This fell abyss had shudder'd to behold. 
Had Socrates, for godlike virtue famed, 
And wisest of the sons of men proclaim'd, 
Beheld this scene of frenzy and distress, 
His soul had trembled to its last recess. 
O yet con6rm my heart, ye Powers above ! 
This last tremendous shock of Fate to prove; 
The tottering frame of Reason yet sustain. 
Nor let this total ruin whirl my brain ! 

In vain the cords and axes were prepared. 
For DOW the audacious seas insult the yard ; 
High o*er the ship they throw a horrid shade, 
And o'er her burst in terrible cascade. 
Uplifted on the surge, to heaven she ilies» 
Her shattered top half -buried in the skies. 
Then htiEuilong plunging thunders on the ground. 
Earth groans! air trembles! and the deeps re- 
sound ! 
Her giant bulk the dread concussion feels. 
And quivering with the wound in torment reels. 
OS 
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So reels, convulsed with agonuing throes, 
The bleeding bull beneath the murderer's blows.— 
Again she plunges ! hark ! a second shock 
Tears her strong bottom on the marble rock : 
Down on the vaie of Death, with dismal cries, 
The fated victims shuddering roll their eyes 
In wild despair ; while yet another stroke^ 
With deep convulsion, rends the solid oak : 
Till like the mine, in whose infernal cell 
The lurking demdns of destruction dwell. 
At length asunder torn, her frame divides. 
And crashing spreads in ruin o'er the tides. 

O were it mine with tuneful Maro*s art 
To wake to sympathy the feeling heart, * 
Like him the smooth and mournful verse to dress 
In all the pomp of exquisite distress ! 
Then, too severely taught by cruel Fate 
To share in all the perils I relate, 
Then might I, with unrivaird strains, deplore 
The impervious horrors of a leeward shore. 

As o'er the surge the stooping main-mast hung. 
Still on the rigging thirty seamen clung ; 
Some, struggling, on a broken crag were cast, 
And there by oozy tangles grappled fast— 
Awhile they bore the o'erwhelming billows* rage, 
Unequal combat with their fate to wage ; 
Till all benumb'd and feeble they forego 
Their slippery hold, and sink to shades below. 
Some from the main- yard-arm impetuous thrown 
On marble ridges, die without a groan : 
Three, with Palemon, on their skill depend. 
And from the wreck on oars and rafts descend. 
Now on the mountain- wave on high they ride. 
Then downward plunge beneath the involving 

tide ; 
Till one, who seems in agony to strive, 
The whirling breakers heave on shore alive : 
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The rest a speedier end of anguish knew, 
And pressed the stony beach a lifeless crew \ 

Next, O unhappy chief! the eternal doom 
Of Heaven decreed thee to the briny tomb ! 
What scenes of misery torment thy view ! 
What painful struggles of thy dying crew ! 
Thy perish'd hopes all buried in the flood, 
O'erspread with cones ! red with human blood ! 
So pierced with anguish hoary Priam gaxed, 
When Troy*s imperial dome in ruin blazed ; 
While he, severest sorrow doom*d to feel, 
Expired beneath the victor's murdering steel. 
Thus with his helpless partners to the last, 
Sad refuge ! Albert hugs the floating roast. 
His soul could yet sustain this mortal blow, 
But droops, alas ! beneath superior woe ; 
For now soft Nature's sympathetic chain 
Tugs at his yearning heart with powerful strain : 
His faithful wife for ever doom*d to mourn 
For him, alas ! who never shall return ; 
To black Adversity's approach exposed, 
With want and hardships unforeseen, enclosed : 
His lovely daughter left without a friend 
Her innocence to succour and defend ; 
By youth and indigence set forth a prey 
To lawless guilt, that flatters to betray. 
While these reflections rack his feeling mind, 
Bodmond, who hung beside, his grasp resign*d ; 
And as the tumbling waters o'er him roU'd, 
His outstretch'd arms the roaster's legs infold — 
Slul Albert feels the dissolution near. 
And strives in vain his fetler'd h'mbs to clear ^ 
For death bids every clinching joint adhere. 
All faint to Heaven he throws his dying eyes, 
And, " O protect my wife and child !" he cries : 
The gushing streams roll back the unfinish'd sound ! 
He gasps ! he dies ! and tumbles to the ground 1 . 
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five obAj left of aU the pcriah'd throng 
Yet ride the piae which shoreward driTos aloqg; 
With these Anon still his hold secureib 
And all the assaults of hostile waves endurea. 
0*er the dire prospect as lor life he striTcab 
He looks if poor Palesaoa yet surrivea. 
^ Ah, wherefore, trusting to unequal art. 
Didst thou, incautious! from4he wreck depart? 
Alas ! these rocks all human skill defy. 
Who strikes them once beyond relief must die; 
And now sore wounded thou peifaapa art toai 
On these, or in some ooay cavern lost !" 
Thus thought Anon, anxious gazing round. 
In vaio, his eyes no more Falemon fouod. 
The demons of destruction hover nigh» 
And thick their mortal shafts commissioo'd fly : 
And now a breaking suige^ with forceful away, 
Two next Arion furious tears away. 
Hurl'd on the crags, behold, they gaap! they 

bleed! 
And groaning cling upon the illusive weed : 
Another billow bursts in boundless roar ; 
Arion sinks ! and memory views no more ! 

Ah, total night and honor here preside ! 
My stunn'd ear tingles to the whicang tide ! 
It is the funeral knell ; and, gliding near, 
Methinks the phantoms of the dead appear i 

But lo ! emerging from the watery grave. 
Again they float incumbent on the wave ! 
Again the dismal prospect opens round. 
The wreck, the shores, the dyings and the dn>wn*d. 
And see ! enfeebled by repeated shocks, 
Those two who scramble on the adjacent rocks, 
Their faithless hold no longer can retain. 
They sink o'erwhelmm, and never rise again ! 
. Two, with Arion, yet the mast upborei. 
That now above the ridges reach'd the sfaora : 
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Still trembling to descend, they downward gaze ' 
'With horror pale, and torpid with amaze : 
The floods recoil ! the ground appears below ! 
A nd' life's faint embers now rekindling glow ! 
Awhile they wait the exhausted waves* retreat. 
Then climb slow up the beach with bands and 

feet. 
O Hieaven! delivered by whose sovereign hand 
Still on the brink of hell they shuddering stand, 
Receive the languid incense !tfaey bestow. 
That damp with death appears not yet to glow : 
To theie each soul the warm oblation pays, 
"With trembling ardour of unequal praise. 
In every heart dismay with wonder strives. 
And hope the sicken*d spark of life revives, 
Her magic powers their exiled health restore, 
Till horror and despair are felt no more. 
A troop of Grecians who inhabit nigh, 
And oft these perils of the deep descry. 
Roused by the blustering tempest of the night. 
Anxious had climb*d Colonna*s neighbouring 

height; 
'When gazing downward- on the adjacent flood, 
Full to their view the scene of ruin stood ; 
The surf .with mangled bodies strew'd around. 
And those yet breathing on the sea-wash*d ground'! 
Though lost to science and the nobler arts, 
Yet Nature's lore inform'd their feeling hearts ; 
Strait down the vale with hastening steps they 

hied. 
The unhappy sufferers to assist and guide. 

Meanwhile those three escaped beneath ezf^ore 
The first adventurous youth who reaoh*d the shore ; 
Panting, with eyes averted from the day. 
Prone, helpless, on the tangly beach he lay— 
It is Pftlemon ;-^0 what tumulu roll 
With hope and terror in Arion's soul ! 
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" If yet iinhaxt be hires again to Tiev 

His friend, and this sole remnant of (Nir crew! 

With 118 to tniTel through thu foveiga aone^ 

And thare the fnturc good or ill unkiA>im!** 

Arion thus : but ah ! sad doom of Fate ! 

That bleeding memory sorrows to relate; 

While yet afloat, on some resisting rock 

His ribs were dash*d, and iira^tured with tte 

shock: 
Heart-piercing sight ! those cheeks so late arrsj'd 
In beauty's bbom, aie pele with mortal afaade! 
Distilling bk>od his lovely breast o' crsp i ead . 
And clogg*d the giridcn tresses of his head i 
Nor yet the lungs by this permdoas stioke 
Were wounded, or the vocal organs broke. 
Down ftom his neck, with biasing gems amy'd, 
Thy image, lovely Anna, hung pourtrayM ; 
The unconscious 6gure^ smiling all serene^ 
Suspended in a golden chain was seen. 
Hadst thou, soft maiden 1 in tUs hour of woe^ 
Beheld him writhing frpm the deadly blow^ 
What force of art, what language could express 
Thine agony? thine exquisite distress? 
But tbou, alas ! art doom'd to weqp in Tain 
For him thine eyes shall never see again ! 
With dumb amazement pale Arion gaaed» 
And cautiously the vrounded youth upraised; 
Palemon then, with cruel pangs oppreas'd. 
In faltering accenu thus his friend address'd. 
*< O rescued from destruction late so nigh. 
Beneath whose ihtal influence doom*d £ lie ; 
Are we then exiled to this last retreat 
Of life, unhappy i thus decreed to meet? 
Ah! how unlike what yester-mom enjoy *d, 
Enchanting hopes for ever now destroy*d ! 
For, younded ftir beyond all healing power, 
Palemon dies, and this his flnal hour: 
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IBy those fell breakers, where in Tain I strove^ 
At once cut off from fortune, life, and love! 
"Far other scenes must soon present my sights 
That lie deep-buried yet in tenfold night. 
Ah ! wretched ikther of a wretched son, 
"Whom thy paternal prudence has undone ! 
How will remembrance of this blinded care 
Send down thy bead with anguish and despair I 
Such dire effects from aTarice arise, 
That, deaf to Nature's voice, and vainly wise^ 
"With force severe endeavours to control 
The nf»blest passions that inspire the soul. 
But, O thou sacred Power! whose law connects 
The .eternal chain of causes and effects^ . 
XfCt not thy chastening ministers of rage 
AiHict with sharp remorse his feeble age ! 
And you, Arion ! who with these the last 
Of all our crew survive the Shipwreck past— 
Ah ! cease to mourn ! those friendly tears restrain, 
Nor give my dying moments keener pain ■ 
Since Heaven may soon thy wandering steps re>- 

store. 
When parted hence, to England's distant shore ; 
Should'st thou, the unwilling messenger of Fate, 
To him the tragic story first relate, 
O 1 friendship's generous ardour then suppress. 
Nor hint the fatal cause of my distress ; 
Nor let each horrid incident sustain 
The lengthen'd tale to aggravate his pain. 
Ah ! then remember well my last request, 
For her who reigns for ever In my breast ; 
Yet let him prove a father and a friend, 
The helpless maid to succour and defend. 
Say, I this suit implored with parting breath. 
So Heaven befrienid hin at his hour of death ! — 
But O ! to lovely Anna should'st thou tell 
What dire untunely end thy friend befell^ 
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Draw o*er (he dismal scene soft Phy's vei]« 
And lightly touch the lamentable tale : 
Say that my lore, inviolably true, 
No change, no diminution ever knew ; 
Lo ! her bright image, pendant on my neck. 
Is all Palemon rescued from the wreck : 
Take it, and say, when panting in the wave, 
I struggled life and this alone to save ! 

** My soul that, fluttering, hastens to be free^ 
Would yet a train of thoughts impart to thee ; 
But strives in vain ;— the chitting ice of Death 
Congeals ray blood, and choaks the stream of 

breath : 
Resign'd, she quits her comfortless abode. 
To course that long, unknown, eternal road. 
O sacred Source of ever-living light ! 
Conduct the weary wanderer in her flight ! 
Direct her onward to the peaceful shore. 
Where peril, pain, and death, are felt no more ! 

<< When thou some tale of hapless love shalt hesr, 
■That steals from Pity's eye the melting tear, 
Of two chaste hearts by mutual pasnon join'd. 
To absence^ sorrow, and despair consign'd ; 
O ! then, to swell the tides of social woe 
That heal the afflicted bosom they o'erflow. 
While memory dictates, this sad Shipwredc teO, 
And what distress thy wretched friend befell ! 
Then, while in streams of soft compassion drawn'd 
The swains lament, and maidens weep around ; 
While lisping children, toucb'd with infant liear. 
With wonder goie, and drop the unconscious tesr; 
O ! then this moral bid their souls retain, 
jttl Uumghts of happiness on earih are vain." * 

• .—«..... aed tcOioet ultima temper 
Expectanda dies homini ; didquebeatms 
Aiue oUtum nemo suvretnaquefunera debet. 

Orid. Metun. lib; 9L 
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The last faint accents trembled on bis tongue, 
That now inactire to the palate clung ; 
His bosom heaves a mortal groan — he dies ! 
And shades eternal sink upon his eyes ! 

As thus defaced in death Palemon lay, 
Arion gazed upon the lifeless clay ; 
Transfiz'd he stood, with awful terror fiU'd, 
While down his cheek the silent drops distiird. 

'* O ill-starr*d votary of unspotted truth. 
Untimely perish'd in the bloom of youth ! 
Should e'er thy friend arriye on Albion's land, 
He will obey, though painful, thy demand : 
His tongue the dreadful story shall display, 
And all the horrors of this dismal day ! 
Disastrous day ! what ruin «hast thou bred ! 
What anguish to the living and the dead ! 
How hast thou left the widow all forlorn, 
And ever doom'd the orphan child to mourn ; 
Through life's sad journey hopeless to complain ! 
Can sacred Justice these events ordain ? 
But, O my soul ! avoid that wondrous maze 
Where Reason, lost in endless error, strays ! 
As through this thorny vale of Ufe we run. 
Great Cause of all effects, Thy toill be done /" 

Now had the Grecians on the beach arrived. 
To aid the helpless few who yet survived ; 
While passing they behold the waves o'erspread 
With shatter' d rafts and corses of the dead. 
Three still alive, benumb'd and faint, they find, 
In mournful silence on a rock reclined. 
The generous natives, moved with sodal pain. 
The feeble strangers in their arms sustain ; 
With pitying sighs their hapless lot deplore, 
And lead them trembling from the fatal shore. 
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The scene of death is daeed, the moumfiil i 
Dissolve in dying languor on the ear ; 

Yet Pity weeps, yet Sympathy compUuD8y 

And dumb Suspense awaits o'erwhelm'd with 
fear. 

But the sad Muses, with prophetic eye, 
At opce the future and the past explore ; 

Their harps oblivion^s influence can defyv 
And waft the ^irit to the eternal shore. 

Then, O Palemon ! if thy shade can hear 
The voice of friendship still lament thy doani» 

Yet to the sad oblations bend thine ear, 
That rise in Tocal incense o'er thy timob. 

In vain, alas ! the gentle Maid shall weep, 
While secret auguish nips her vital bkxim ; 

0!er her soft fVame shall stern diseases creeps 
And give the lovely victim to* the tomb. 

Relentless frenzy shall the Father sting, 
Untaught in virtue's school distress to bear; 



OCCASIONAL ELEGT. SSI 

Severe remorse his tortured soul shall wrio^-* 
'Tis his to gnmjj and perish in despair. 

Ye lost companions of distress, adieu ! 

Your toils and pains and dangers are no more! 
The tempest now shall howl, unheard by you, 

While Ocean smites in vain the trembling ^ore. 

On you the blast, surcharged with rain and snow, 
In winter* s dismal nights no more shall beat; 

Unfelt by you the yertic sun may glow, 

And scorch the panting earth with baneful heat* 

No more the joyful maid, the sprightly strain 
Shall wake, the dance to give you welcome home ; 

Nor hopdess Love impart undying pain, 
■When far from scenes of social joy you roam. 

No more on yon wide watery waste yon stray. 
While hunger and disease your life consume ; 

While parching thirst, that burns without allay, 
Forbids the blasted rose of health to bloom. 

No more you feel Contagion's mortal breath. 
That taints the realms with misery severe : 

No more behold pale Famine, scattering death, 
With cruel ravage desolate the year. 

Tlie thundering drum, the trumpet's swelling strain, 
Unheard shall form the long embattled line : 

Unheard, the deep foundations of the main 
Shall tremble when the hostile squadrons join. 

Since grief, fatigue, and hazards still molest 
The wandering vassals of the faithless deep, 

O ! happier now, escaped to endless rest. 

Than we who still survive to wake and weep.' 

6 
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What though no funeral pomp, noborrow'd tear, 
Your hour of death to gazing crowds sbair tell ; 

Nor weeping friends attend you& sable bier, 
Who sadly listen to the passing-bell : 

The tutor*d sigh, the vain parade of woe, 
. No real anguish to the soul impart ; 
And oft, alas ! the tear that friends bestow. 
Belies the latent feelings of the heart. 

What though no sculptured pile your name displays 
Like those who perish in their country*s cause ; 

What though no epic Muse in living lays 
Records your drieadful daring with applause : 

Full oft the flattering marble bids renown 
With blazon'd trophies, deck the spotted name ; 

And oft, too oft, the venal Muses crown 
The slaves of vice with never-dying fame. 

Yet ;shall remembrance from oblivion's veil 
Relieve your scene, and sigh widi grief sincere, 

And soft compassion at your tragic tale 
In silent tribute pay her kindred tear. 



THE END. 
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